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Introduction 


Literary translation has, over the years, grown into a full- 
fledged discipline and has become an important and effective 
means of cultural exchange. Needless to say, translation allows 
literature to travel in various directions, enabling writers to speak 
across generations and cultures. Notwithstanding the ascendency of 
English in translation world-wide, the act of translating from 
Indian languages into English augurs well for the upkeep and 
preservation of indigenous literary cultures. It not only reopens 
cultural spaces that would otherwise remain obscure and invisible 
but also fosters global readership and cross-cultural understanding. 
Indian languages have rich and complex literary traditions and 
these can reach a global audience only through translation. 
Retrieving and preserving local literatures by way of translation is 
therefore an act of cultural consolidation and in postcolonial terms, 
a way towards re-territorialization. In this process of cultural 
retrieval and exchange English departments in universities and 
colleges can play a vital role. 

The Department of English, University of Kashmir, too was 
keen on contributing towards the expansion and reach of Kashmiri 
language and literature. Kashmir possesses a rich literary heritage 
yet like most non-western traditions suffers from want of 
readership. Kashmiri literature dates back to the twelfth century 


and is one of the oldest in the region. A remarkable feature of this 
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literary heritage is a rich poetic tradition. Iconic poets like Lala 
Ded, Shiekh-ul-Alam, Habba Khatoon are already available in 
translation. In fact, the former and present faculty in the 
Department have, in their individual capacities, translated poetry of 
Shiekh-ul-Alam, Habba Khatoon, Ghani Kashmiri (from Persian), 
and Mahmud Gami. The Department decided to select a modern 
Kashmiri poet and translate, if not the whole, at least a substantial 
part of his/her work. The natural choice was Rahman Rahi. 

Rahi is considered the indisputable voice of modem 
Kashmiri poetry—a towering figure who created a poetry of new 
Possibilities and directions and perhaps comes nearest to being a 
representative voice of modern Kashmir. Rahi—full name Abdur 
Rahman Mir—was born on 6 May 1925 in Wazapora, Srinagar. He 
did his primary schooling from the local Islamia High School, from 
where he also passed his matriculation. In 1948, he had a brief stint 
as a clerk in the Public Works Department. Inclined towards 
academics, Rahi did his B.A from Amar Singh College, Srinagar 
and in 1952, obtained a Masters in Persian. Owing to his interest in 
English literature, he also secured an MA in English from the | 
erstwhile Jammu and Kashmir University in 1962. He was 
appointed lecturer in Persian in the University of Kashmir, a 
position he held till 1975, In the same year, he was appointed 
Senior Fellow in the newly-founded Kashmiri Research Cell 


which, due to his hard work and efforts, became the Postgraduate 
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Department of Kashmiri in 1977. He taught at the Department, 
making significant contributions towards publishing academic 
books and organizing seminars and conferences. He retired from 
service in 1985. A prolific writer, Rahi wrote over a dozen books 
of poetry and literary criticism. The former include Navroz-e-Saba 
(1958), Sivah Rood Jarean Manz (1997), Kadle Tethis Paeth 
(2013) while Kahwat (1979), Sha’ar Shinasee (2004), Kashir 
Shaeree te Waznuk Soorate Haal (2002) are important works on 
criticism. 

Historically speaking, the modern era in Kashmiri poetry 
was ushered in by Ghulam Ahmad Mehjoor and Abdul Ahad Azad. 
Together, they redirected the course of Kashmiri poetry by infusing 
it with an immediacy and freshness of subject matter. Dominated 
till then by the mystical tradition inaugurated by Lala Ded, 
Kashmiri poetry found a new voice in these two poets who 
replaced this mystical preoccupation with a new-found realism. 
The 1950s decade in post-independence India saw the rise of the 
Progressive Writers Movement or the ‘Anjuman-e-Taragi Pasand 
Musanifeen. Azad and Mehjoor along with writers like Dina Nath 
Nadim were influenced by the movement and brought poetry 
Closer to the socio-political realities of the times. Influenced by 
Azad, the young Rahi began his career as an apprentice to the 
Movement, including taking up editorship of its literary journal, 


Kong Posh. Aimed at stirring public consciousness, the poetic 
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subject matter of this period became realistic, political and 
reformist. Rahi, however, did not stay here long. Too much of an 
original artist, he couldn’t rest content with following the official 
line of the movement which insisted on art as a vehicle for political 
and social transformation. Deviating from its explicit dogmatic and 
political programme, Rahi gradually adopted a reflective and dense 
manner of writing that swerved towards complexity and maximum 
Suggestion. In spite of his commitment to the movement, Rahi’s 
work written during 1950-65 bears a strong philosophical-cum- 
surreal component, a trait that would become his signature style. 

The publication of Navroz-e-Saba in 1958 was a turning 
point in Rahi’s career as it won him wide acclaim and the Sahitya 
Akademi Award in 1961. It is here that the distinctness of his 
poetic voice emerges and nearly all the poems in this period exhibit 
a reflective and sombre tone. Rahi dexterously blends the 
revolutionary zeal of the times with a strain of romanticism and 
self-conscious artistry. The opening poem of this collection “The 
Poet” (Shaair) projects the poet as dreamer who dreams of spring 
in the harshest winter and whose primary aim is to create and 
celebrate beauty: .. 


A bulbul who dreamt of spring during winter 
A hunter with a. slingshot whose mere shadow scared the 
hawks 
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A warm gaze of love and beauty blossomed like the lotus 
A raging flame of hatred and death stood benumbed at a 


distance 


However, a revolutionary tone can be discerned in many 
poems, an example being “But the Vyeth is not Asleep?” (Magar 


Vyeth ma cha Shoungith?): 


Many a time I reminded you that morning brings the rebirth 
of life 

Beholding spring, are you still frightened of the grief of 
winter? 

With their strong will many prisoners break the shackles 
With their courage the powerless of yesteryears overthrow 
kings . 

No one can now force us to drink the poison of oppression 
which we drank in the past 


Storms cannot shake the roots of our determination 


everyday 


His sympathy for the working class is evident in a poem 
like “Spring and the Artisan” (Waeshaekh te Rafgar). Craving for 
freedom and leisure to enjoy the advent of spring, the artisan 


broods over his sorry state as his toilsome profession ties him to a 
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single place and offers no leisure. He, therefore, can do no more 


than lament his inability to participate in the season’s bloom: 


Would that I were a bulbul and could take flight! 

If only I too had some leisure! 

If only I was not caught in debt! 

Sitting in this workplace, who would have desire put in 


chains? 


The poem verbalizes the plight of the labourers and succeeds in 
bringing out the class divide. 

Rahi, in this early phase is emphatic in his denouncement 
of art that becomes an end in itself, cut off from other human 
concerns. “Art for Art’s Sake” (Fun Baraye Fun) tells the story of 
a supremely gifted artist who creates an artifact of wondrous 
beauty, earning himself great fame. This fame, however, comes at 
a cost. Obsessed with the form, he has lost touch with something 


deeper and more important: 


“My day has turned into night 

Seeking something in vain, I have lost my true purpose 
All that I refined after so much labour seems crude 

In attending to the outer form, I lost the true meaning of 
love 
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I watered the leaves, and let the roots wither 

I lost the gold of my soul and made my art a commodity 
I forgot love in seeking fame 

The world saw the grapes 


But alas, no one paid heed to the creator!” 


Not a traditional realist like Azad and Mehjoor, Rahi’s 
greatest contribution is the modern tone which he brought to 
Kashmiri poetry. In fact, he is the first Kashmiri poet of the 
twentieth century to develop a distinctly modernized poetic idiom, 
an idiom that reflects his leaning towards Western literary 
modernism. Existentially despairing, highly allusive and densely 
symbolic, his poetry is an interplay of these intersecting strands. 
One can see clear affinities with T S Eliot— a poet he knew and 
admired. The perspective is that of a skeptical, ironic persona 
_ looking at life as an irresolvable yet sublime enigma. Eminent 
critic and writer Shafi Shauq calls him the principal advocate of 
Jjadidiya (modernism) in Kashmiri poetry. 

Rahi’s second collection of poems Siyah Rood Jaren Manz 
that won him the Jnanpith, India’s highest literary award, is the 
culmination of his programmatic pursuit of literary modernism. 
Like Eliot, Rahi looked at poetry as a way to construct meaning 
through language instead of the traditional approach towards 
language as essentially ‘meaningful’. Akin to poststructuralist 
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thought, this gives his poetry an added dimension of ambiguity and 
indeterminacy. In this connection, Rahi remarks in his critical work 


Sha’ar Shinasee: 


According to the Modernistic point of view, for describing 
any concept of reality or consciousness, a writer has an 
indispensable arsenal available to him that is language, 
Whatsoever situation or thing there is, he relies on words: 
kun (be!) always precedes Jayakun (coming into being). 
Language in the past was believed to be a transparent 
medium like glass without rust through which we could 
look and discern various things. We may say that language 
is not a medium at all, it is rather a form that enables us to 
perceive the existence of various things and individuals and 
also makes us see their one or the other salient features. 
This means that language is not an agglomeration or 
nomenclature of seen or perceived things, the things rather 


take form within language. (13) 


His poem “A Call” (Sadaa) has clear parallels with Eliot’s The 
Waste Land. Consciously breaking from linear narrative, it 
employs non-linearity, juxtaposition and assemblage—the | 


fundamental features of modemist poetry: 
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From a steep mountain the Shraz fell off 

The beautiful moon flung charcoal dust over it 

The city dwellers tossed empty wine glasses on the streets 
And decked urinals with glass bowls containing golden, 


green and crimson fish 


The poem was received with both awe and cynicism—awe for its 
highly erudite content in the form of allusions, references and 
quotations from classical writers and cynicism because it departed 
from the popular style of poetry writing. 

Again, like Eliot, time is one of Rahi’s thematic pre- 
occupations. But whereas Eliot’s philosophic and religious 
convictions led him to posit certain points of intersection of time 
and timelessness as the only way time can be redeemed; for Rahi 
the endless and bewildering passage of time creates an 
existentialist dilemma. A recurring theme in Rahi is the mystery 
and inscrutability of human existence. The tone is brooding, 
contemplative and dark. Tied up with this overarching idea is the 
poet’s realization of the transience of life and a Sisyphean sense of 
futility and nullity. Poems like “Clue” (Neb), “At Sona Lank” 
(Sona Lanki Paeth), “Then if Death got a Chance” (Path Agar 
Yeehay ti Motas Waer) exemplify this preoccupation. “Clue” opens 


on a grim note: 
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Again that fatal day has come near 

It was this day when this treacherous world 
Groping its way like a blind man 

Grabbed me from the obscure cave of eternity 
Merging something with something 

Using the casting rod of birth and being 

Pulled me like a pale narcissus under a clod of earth 


And brought me, without asking, into this world 


“At Sona Lank”, to take another example, is a powerful 
poem in which the breathtaking beauty of the Dal Lake and its 
Surroundings triggers a long reflection in the speaker on the 
Tavages of time, the tragic fragility and transitory nature of life. 
The last stanza, spoken in the first person, poignantly describes the 
never-to-be-fulfilled wish of fathoming the mystery of death and 


our utter helplessness before its destructive power: 


Am I to be deprived forever of an evening on this Sona 
Lank? 

Is the door of death’s cage never left ajar? 

How I wish this stony wall starts cracking soon! 

Ah, when will this curtain of enchantment rise! 


When will we solve the mysteries of the beginning and the 
end? 
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Will death ever be trapped, like a silkworm, by its own 
doing? : 
Will life ever attain fulfillment? 


Will man ever become immortal? 


In “Then if Death gets a Chance...” the same idea is stated without 


any circumlocution: 


The days of life are short, the world is a full moon’s light 
A few drops of dew, a few moments with roses 


The road to the graveyard is set... 


This is not to suggest that Rahi espouses a kind of nihilism like 
some Western existentialist and absurdist writers. For him, the 
existence of a permanent, timeless reality is a given and yet the 
human predicament arises from our inability to relate to this 
timeless reality. In “He Alone will Remain” (Huwal Bagi) Rahi 
comes quite near to the mystical idea of everything being illusory 


except ‘He’: 


‘None’ and ‘Except’ at every place 
‘No’ died searching the world 
“Yes’ was born from extinction 


A blend of ‘without beginning’ and ‘without end’ 
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A journey which is still on 


Poems like “In the Garden” (Bagas Manz), “A Feeling” 
(Bas) are terse, dark poems and display great restraint and 
imagistic condensation, the hallmarks of modernist poetry. Rahi is 
also a master of allusion and poems like “A Call” (Sada), “The 
Suffering Clown” (Mazloom Maskhar), “An Apology” (Maefi 
Namah), “This Bridge” (Yi Kadel) display his use of allusion as 
literary strategy. At once erudite and highly allusive, Rahi’s idiom 
is strongly individualistic. His poetic diction sets him apart from 
most of his contemporaries since it draws on multiple sources. 
Autobiography, mythology, existentialist reflection, allusion are 
merged into a poetic terrain that is peculiarly his own. 
Interestingly, poems like “As if a Poem” (Zan te Akh 
Nazm),“Cawing of Crows, Perhaps” (Sha@yad Kawan hund Shor), 
“Snow over a Thorny Bush”(Kreedas Paeth Sheen) make use of 
autobiographical details, be it his wife’s illness or his son’s 
decision to settle abroad. “As if a Poem” not only brings out the 
pain of parents separated from their children but also provides an 
example of Rahi’s experimentation. Written as a dialogue between 
a husband and wife, it is interspersed with fragments read out by 
the husband from letters written by their son. Employing 2 
conversational style, the poem strikes the reader with its dramatic 


quality. 
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Rahi succeeds in creating a modern Kashmiri idiom 
through his creative appropriation of both the Eastern and’ Western 
traditions. References to figures from the ancient Greek world— 
Helen, Agamemnon, Zeus, Heracles and Socrates, as well as from 
Eastern lore—Hafiz, Lalla, Sheikh-ul-Alam, Budshah and others 
illustrate this creative appropriation. Rahi also broadens the range 
of Kashmiri poetry and his poetic output ranges from the quotidian 
to the philosophical spanning a range of poetic forms—satire, 
allegory, lyrics, ghazals etc. “Wanvun” (Wanvun) and “Our 
Village” (Soun Gam) can be read as powerful satires, while the 
allegorical slant of “In These Times” (Yath Samyas Manz) can 
hardly be missed. Some poems such as “After Ten Years” (Dahi 
Wehyer) are beautiful expressions of love, marked by an intense 
outpouring of emotion. Though Rahi employs a regular metre in 
some poems like “The Spectacle and the Psalm” (Jalwe te Zaboor), 
“An Apology” (Maefi Namah), “After Ten Years” (Dahi Wehyer), 
most of his poems are written in free verse. The irregular length of 
stanzas in many of them is reminiscent of Walt Whitman’s 
technique. 

Ambiguity, however remains the hallmark of Rahi; this is 
his way of asserting that life is essentially inscrutable, and 
language falls short of capturing meaning fully. His poetic journey 
is a search for metaphors and images to convey his sensory, 


emotional and spiritual experiences. He exploits all the possibilities 
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of a creative use of language or what he calls takhleeqi vartaay, A 
wordsmith, Rahi coins new words and metaphors and combines 
them with the inherently metaphoric nature of the vernacular 
resulting in a highly ‘personal’ style. ‘Songs of nymphs’, 
‘fluttering of wings’, ‘pigeon’s red blood’, ‘dark woods’, ‘dark 
cave’, ‘broken skeletons’ are some of his stock expressions and 
recur in many of his poems. “Whirpool” (Aawlun), a short poem, 


can be read as a metaphor for the creative process itself: 


Tossing against the banks, it soared and danced 
Whirling, it burrowed into its own heart 


Weaving gyres of infinite colors in the gloom 


Rahi was a passionate advocate of Kashmiri language and 
insisted on its importance in the formation of cultural identity. As 
poet and literary critic, he was sensitive to the importance of one’s 
native language and as early as 1952 started using Kashmiri rather 
than Urdu (a language then patronized by the State) which could be 
viewed as an act of defiance. “The Spectacle and the Psalm” 
(Jalwe te Zaboor), Rahi’s tour de force, pays a passionate tribute to 
the Kashmiri language. Written in the. form of an address to his 
native tongue, it is a series of rich metaphoric declarations, 
professing love and reverence fora language that has awakened the 


poet to the world. The poet spells out the role of language in 
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shaping human consciousness, its role as a meaning making 
medium as well as a window to reality. The poem is Rahi’s ode to 
Kashmiri, a language through which he has, “Expressed the joys 
and sorrows of [his] dumb heart”. He addresses his mother tongue 


directly, remarking on the intimate bond they share: 


You and I, our pulse throbs in unison 
This is the bond of a son and a mother... 
You and J are old friends 


The beat of the heart and the whisper of the lips 


He further attests to the interrelationship between medium and 


meaning or language and consciousness: 


O Kashmiri language! I swear by you 
You are my awareness, you are my vision 
You light up the rainbow of my consciousness 


You are the mesmerizing sarangi of my conscience! 


Kashmiri for Rahi is not just a vessel or conduit but the very matrix 
through which consciousness operates. 

Apart from valorizing Kashmiri language, Rahi constantly 
anchors his poems to Kashmir’s geography. This again imbues his 
poetry with a native hue. Kashmir’s beautiful landscape with its 
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lakes, mountains, meadows and gardens is a prominent presence in 
his poetry. Dal, Sona Lank, Shalimar, Nishat, Zabarwan, Chinar— 
all unique to Kashmir—find recurrent mention. The celebration of 
nature links Rahi with the English Romantics and echoes of 
Wordsworth, Keats and especially Coleridge are hard to miss 
throughout his poetry. “An Impression” (Akh Ehsa@s) recreates the 


wondrous beauty of nature: 


A sudden burst of mid-spring rain 

Cast a spell over an apple orchard 

The green grass burst forth in youthful desire 
The branches donned the colour of ripeness 
The breeze rose and sat among the shadows 


The silence lured the coos of the cuckoo 


“Spring” (Sonth) celebrates the coming of spring, the reference to 
mustard fields and Wular situate the poem in a particular 


geographical space: 


Under the lamp’s flame, the poet hears the warble of 
mustard fields 
Under the boulder, the moth having sucked the sap from the 


grass, feels the sun’s ray and dances in rapture 


xviii 


Introduction 


The fish in the gushing Wular, the bush on the plateau lit by 
the lightning of the sun’s beam, dew drops shining like the 
starry sky 

Footsteps on the flowery path, pigeons soaring, the air 
abuzz with their cooing 

Sky, Wind, Earth all inundated by the gust of fragrance 


coming from the verdure of the deep oceans 


With “O Rishi” (Rishi) he shifts attention from places to people, to 
Kashmir’s outstanding cultural figures, cementing his 
identification with Kashmir further. 

Although there is little evidence of commitment to a 
political ideology in Rahi, some of the poems hint at the suffering 
of common people under repressive regimes. “Life” (Zindagi) 
offers a contrast between two experiences—one in which life 
‘resembles a sightless head-shaven hag’ and the other where it 
‘looks pretty and inebriated’. Describing the first, the poet initially 
portrays nature in ominous terms before turning to what are 


unmistakable allusions to the functioning of power: 


Handcuffs clank and tassels of their turbans flutter 
The heart of the door latch is filled with dread and the bolt _ 


chain begins to wail 
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_ Moustaches twirled, the figure of authority barges into the 
courtyard 
Seeking no permission, he begins looking for the culprit 
Like a woodcutter searching for a spruce tree in a jungle 
Like a hunter arriving at Hokarsar 
And then a warrant, like a preying hawk, swoops 
On a young man on the Stairs, taking him unawares 
The thunder roars like firing cannons 
The wind hustles like horses running in fright 
Doors and windows rattle as if it were raining bombs all 


around 


“An Apology” (Mafi Namah) is another example of Rahi’s satirical 
treatment of the power structures: 


Why have you taken offence at my words? 

If I have been foolish 

Pardon me, I acted unwittingly 

Who am I to confront you? 

You are a ruler rolling in riches 

And I, a penniless poet 

Who wants to be reckless and invite trouble? 
Rebellion it is to smell a rose without your consent 


You may, if you wish, call the night day 
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Or turn the summer into chilling winter 
A casual remark, and the law will be suspended 


Your mere glance and justice will be in prison 


Barring these very few and veiled allusions, there is hardly 
anything in Rahi which would suggest an engagement with the 
turbulent history of his times. In fact, one charge that has often 
been levelled against him is that he chose to remain silent about a 
crucial phase of Kashmir’s history. For many, Rahi deliberately 
steered away from any kind of an open political commitment, 
though his last published poetry collection Kadle Thethis Paeth 
(not covered in this volume) contains a few poems with 
unmistakable allusions to the political turmoil of the valley. Having 
said this, one should not forget that the relationship between art 
and politics has always been a matter of debate, with many arguing 
that art cannot be disengaged from political and social reality while 
voices have also been raised in defence of art as having to do with 
timeless truths and universal concerns. Rahi too seems more 
preoccupied with deeper questions of the inscrutability of life and 
profounder questions of truth. 

Rahi’s sombre existentialist reflections notwithstanding, 
social satire is not entirely missing in his oeuvre. “Wanvun” brings 
out the ‘true colours’ of his fellow men while “Our Village” (Soun 


Gam) offers a trenchant example of satire on the inhabitants of an 
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unnamed village. A veneer of religiosity hides a deeper hypocrisy 
and love of the world. Devotion to some religious rituals does not 
prevent them from indulging in abominations of various kinds— 


making money through immoral ways and political opportunism: 


This village of ours does well as a village, don’t call it a 
city 

Faith here is chanted by every tongue, don’t let drought 
come near it 

Here even the dove’s cooing is a prayer, listen 

Our swallow too recites the Quran, just imagine! 

I heard the Quran, but have to put my daughter on the 
market 

A feast for the godly men is due if my charas sells well! 
This is the abode of saints, all six dimensions ask for an 
offering here 

All rush in a frenzy when a godly man puffs at a pipe 

So shrewd that at every step they wait in ambush like a cat 
waiting for a mouse 

So pure in speech that they swear the rainbow is a snake! 


Tributes and accolades that poured out on Rahi’s death 
early this year are a testimony to the colossal cultural legacy he has 
left behind, testimony also to a belated but growing interest in 
indigenous poetry and the need to preserve it. This anthology is 4 
tribute to the late poet, who is comparable to any major world poet 
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Introduction 


of the twentieth century. We remember fondly how during a 
workshop conducted by the Department of English in 2016, he sat 
with rapt attention listening to our translations of his poems, 
nodding his head in agreement or offering his own point of view. 
We are sure that Rahi Sahib, as he was lovingly called by 
everyone, would have been greatly excited to have this work in his 
hands. Aware that translation is an ongoing process and that no 
translation is final, we hope that this anthology leads to further 
interest in Rahi’s work which is a treasure waiting to be unearthed. 


Editors 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


The Poet 


A dewdrop came down the garden and soothed the tulip’s burns. 
A waterfall rushed noisily and cleaved the mountains. 


A pleasant breeze wafted and raised waves in the Dal and 


Manasbal. 

A storm gathered and the sea took fright at the clamour. 

A beautician who threads roses in the curly tresses. 

A valiant one who lost his life and drank the wine of immortality. 
A bulbul who dreamt of spring during winter. 

A hunter with a slingshot whose mere shadow scared the hawks. 
A warm gaze of love and beauty blossomed like the lotus. 


A raging flame of hatred and death stood benumbed at a distance. 


(November 1954) 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


In These Times 
One day people spotted a fox 
Rushing hastily, terrified 
Battered, bruised by stumbling and falling 
Fearing for his life, he was in agony 
Fleeing the forests, running through the plains 


Panicking and panting, he reached a bazaar 


Spotting him, a crowd stopped him and asked, 
“O Fox, is all well? 
Whereto are you headed, puffing and panting? 
Are you being chased by a tyrant?” . 

* 
Sighing deeply, he looked around furtively 
Perforce the fox opened his mouth and said: 


“My dear friends! 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


I haven’t lost my mind at all 

But I just heard the strangest rumour 
And that is why I turn pale... 

They are going for begar in the country 
The rulers have issued a diktat 

That wherever a camel is found 

It should be sent to carry load 

This is what has caused me to tremble 


Camels have been put to begar, you hear?” 


Hearing the fox’s foolish words 

The crowd burst into laughter: 

“You’ve truly lost your senses 

And we thought a calamity had struck you! 


Have you gone insane? 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


If camels are put to begar 

What is it to you? 

You are barely as big as a jackal 

And have nothing in common with camels! 
You fret and tremble for no reason 


No misfortune has befallen you?” 


On hearing these arguments 

The fox was dumbstruck and stammered, “O Friends! 
In these times, one can’t be sure 

What if someone, consumed by the fire of envy 
Declares me a baby camel! 

Who will then measure my size and discem my color? 
I will surely be put to begar 


Who can tell when the truth will shine forth!” 


(Extract from Sadi’s Gulistan) 


(May 1954) 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


Spring and the Artisan 
Spring is come, mountains rise majestically and flowers are in 
bloom. 


The sky has turned into a clear mirror, the merry breeze has spread 


fragrance through the world. 

In the willow groves, doves raise a song — coo coo. 

The sun bares its face, while the narcissi fill their goblets. 

A flight of swallows has flown in to awaken the surroundings. 
Like last year, spring has arrived knocking at old desires. 


The gates of Nishat will be thrown open today, the waterfalls of 
Shalimar will cascade again. 

The embroiderer wears a new dress and the coachman readies his 
carriage: 


“Tf only, like yesterday, it was a Friday today! 
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Woe! What intricate and dense designs the designer has printed on 


my shawl! 
Alas! The silken threads are all in knots 
Even the needle seems to have lost its way today 
It has torn through my fingertips” 
* 
At a distance a child has raised a din 
“Perchance, someone has lured away my Qadir 
and tempted his innocent heart! 
Maybe a rich man’s son strode past our house in new shoes, 
Or some rake gave his servant a harmonium along, 
Or someone was arranging bedding for a boatman’s guest, 


Or a chef strode to the riverside, utensils hanging down his 


shoulders 


O Bulbul, what are you gazing at from afar? 


Sit on this window and sing a sweet song or two 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


Describe in detail the hues that your flowers have taken on. 
Has the dew left the thirst of any bush unslaked? 
* 
Getting restless? What is the hurry? Stay a while, what hour is it? 
Soon you will spread your wings and tour the sky. 
Would that I were a bulbul and could take flight! 
If only I too had some leisure! 
If only I was not caught in debt! 


Sitting in this workplace, who would have desire put in chains?” 


(May 1955) 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


Everlasting Beauty 
I tried many a time but could not think 


Will life have any hope without you? 
Will lamps still have light without you? 


I pass my days beholding you 
And search for the colours of spring in winter 


I search for you in the starry heavens 
The moon has carved itself in your image 


Even the hyacinths take pride in your beauty 
Seeing your long neck, the lilies bow their heads 


The mountain peaks take their colour from your joy 
And the horizon decorates beds for lovely clouds 


Your speech makes the stammering parrots eloquent 
Your eyes make the lake of lotuses bloom 


Poems of Rahman Rahi 


£1718 Ub Us 
Peg oie 1Sigi i SP 
die tde& by Sobre 
SE 6 Os ott hod 
oped S3Mibib03 
2p Didie ys 
wet ees 
S45 by FS 
ENN AL. ae 
EB ort Sr FF 
Giadb sotbte 
a 
SEU Ue 642 


va 


Sb ta vt A 


17 


: 
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Your stature makes the fir and cypress lay down their 
lives 

Your shadow makes the wild deer yearn for a glimpse of 
you 


A mere whirl and the fairies will learn to dance 
You sing and the love god will shower praise 


You braid your hair and waves will rise in the Dal 
You arrange your headscarf and the air will be filled with 
scent 


You enter the courtyard and the night will turn into day 
You look out from the balcony and the moon will rise 
from the peaks 


You break into laughter and the heart will get a new lease 
of life 
You hide your face and love will reach its zenith 


Your youth gives Youth its name 
Your beauty’s reign knows no limits 


Seeing you decked up makes my desire come to life 
Your tender-heartedness is the guarantee of my art 
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I tried many a time but could not think 


Will life have any hope without you? 
Will lamps still have light without you? 


Last night too I spent thinking 
Is the world worth anything without you? 


The heart’s hearth began to turn to ashes 
The ink in the pot was about to finish 


But your thought cast its shadow 
And suddenly the sun rose from the East! 


Suddenly, I was reminded of your yearnings 
Those yearnings that you thirsted for 


I realised who had stolen your heart 
I could tell what dreams you had cherished 
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I thought it was you who had put beauty on display 
And left your stamp on everything around you 


You have drunk from such a spring 
The spring that I was born to safeguard 


You yourself have watered that patch of earth 
I rub its clay to make my forehead shine 


The Chinar whose shade you enjoy 
I reserve my youth only for it 


Those hills and banks that saw your youth 
I have to hold their heights in great esteem 


Your parents’ home is the light of your eyes 
I will gift them pieces of my fragile heart 


You have to invite your friends to a feast 
I will decorate the dishes of love in my eyes 


22 


Poems of Rahman Rahi 


AEH ll at oj 
vb 218 Ue U* » 
Ue WoL Rei 
Ub Pp et 56 L 
EP Ub yuh fej 
OL YW Wy 
Mah Bead 
wi erhes 198 
2 Moule 9 Lot 
Sei, 2 BL in 
BIL SHE WIE 
Si sbi b SI uy 
WTC ST cy, | 
EOL See Sa S ined 


23 
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In your dream you cradle poppies on your lap 
I decorate my thoughts with golden threads 


You desire to illumine the entire world 
You wish to rid cities and villages of drought 


You aspire to end strife and discord 
And nurse the innocent intents of love 


You are busy in perfecting your image 
And dole out the intoxicating wine of life 


You are a dream and your desire its realisation 
You are a secret and your longing its meaning 


It is these wishes and desires that I seek 
Brighten these shining stars a little more 


As long as these hopes guide us 
You will delight in the gardens of life 
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As this world will grow in grandeur 
Your youthful beauty will increase too 


In vain was I asking this question 
You are the full moon that will never wane! 


(October 1955) 
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Life 

At times life resembles a sightless head-shaven hag! 
As if a crystal-clear sky suddenly spots a dark black cloud 
Dousing the flare of lit stars, a monster swallows the moon 
whole 
Just behind the hills, thunder is raising an uproar 
The demons of lightening are brandishing their searing 
spears 
At the sight of an approaching hailstorm, the hearts of 
rocky peaks tremble 
Fearing for their nests, the birds of the garden turn deathly 
pale 
Out of fright the dotted calf of a lactating cow becomes 
dumbstruck 


Hearing the deafening shrieks of torrential rains, 


foundations of unaided shanties cave in 


The hearth looks bewildered with eyes agape 


* 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


In the meantime, a police party arrives, stamping the 
ground heavily 
Handcuffs clank and tassels of their turbans flutter 


The heart of the door latch is filled with dread and the bolt 


chain begins to wail 


Moustaches twirled, the figure of authority barges into the 
courtyard 


Seeking no permission, he begins looking for the culprit 
Like a woodcutter searching for a spruce tree in a jungle 
Like a hunter arriving at Hokarsar 

And then, like a preying hawk, a warrant swoops 

On a young man on the stairs, taking him unawares 

The thunder roars like firing cannons 

The wind hustles like horses running in fright 

Doors and windows rattle as if it were raining bombs all 


around 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


Seeing this terrible situation, a mother is dumbstruck 
Like a mynah whose speckled tail has suddenly come off 
Like a bulbul whose crown has been mercilessly snatched 
away 
Like a gazelle who sees her forest caught in a sudden fire 
When her dear child, with hands cuffed behind his back, 
passes in front of her 
The crumbled roof of her hopes comes crashing down in 
that instant 
Life, at such times, looks like a sightless head- | 
shaven hag! | 
II 
At times life looks pretty and inebriated! 
When just before four in the evening, the face of the sun 
begins to blush 
In a school at Maarbal 


As the peon strikes the bell, swinging his arms vigorously 
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Life shakes itself up to wakefulness inside the classrooms 


Like a flower shrub scorched by the sun suddenly finds a 


cloud’s shade 

The teachers leave with plans for the next day 

Two classmates decide to play under the Chinars 

Like a pair of pigeons that swears to soar high in the sky 
The playground of the school is filled with the buzz of 
playing children 

As if the birds jump out from their nests into the garden 
As if on a shoot fresh buds sprout abundantly all at once 


Some strap their school bags, others leave hurriedly 
swinging their tablets 


Some race like quicksilver, others frolic about like bucks 


The gate keeper flings open the compound gate 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


And the entire market comes alive with hustle and bustle 
The choley walah’s basket is emptied in no time and the 
children run away 

* 
At this very instance, a woman 


Returning from Badamwari sees these school children 


Sprinting in the by-lanes 

And fantasizes a baby suckling at her bosom 

A toddler trying to walk 

She sees her hopes realised 

When, holding her dear rose’s hand, she walks him to 
school 

The world appears to her like a spring time dream 
And then unthinkingly 

A sweet song hovers on her red lips 


Life, at such times, looks pretty and inebriated! 


(August 1955) 
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But the Vyeth is not Asleep? 


Why do you heave sighs on beholding the setting sun? 

Many a time I reminded you that morning brings the rebirth of life 
Beholding spring, are you still frightened of the grief of winter? 
The very thought of spring makes the garden of my desires bloom 


Tell me whether life finds rest at any station 

Ask streams and rivulets if they have ever reached their 
destination? 

You have seen for yourself that babies do not always remain in 
cradles 


Baby hawks nursed under the wings of their mother send a 
message to the cliffs 


With their strong will many prisoners break the shackles 

With their courage the powerless of yesteryears overthrow kings 
No one can now force us to drink the poison of oppression which 
we drank in the past 

Storms cannot shake the roots of our determination everyday 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


I know that some enemies want to keep tabs on love 
Our sweet talk tastes bitter to some ignorant ones 
I know life has not yet taken the colour of your beauty 


Many obstacles hinder the fulfilment of our desires, branches have 


not blossomed yet 


But the Vyeth is not asleep, time runs speedily with us 

The lips of cliffs are smiling and darkness is losing hope 

I will sing songs in praise of beauty every day, you have to keep an 
eye on love 


Why do you heave sighs on beholding the setting sun? 


(September 1954) 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


At Sona Lank 
Today the sun set sooner than usual 
The blazing horizon slowly turned ashen like the fire of the fir tree 
Long shadows of dusk combed each other’s Bengali tresses 
Behind a mountain, the moon rose with soft steps 
And drunkenness dripped from the eyelids of the stars 


A pleasant breeze cast a quick glance and said something to the 


Dal 

A wave rose there and a lotus woke up here 

It seems as if the Shalimar hill is lost in a dream 

Come, sit a while on this isle and look around 

The city’s noise falls dumb here 

Listen, how the happy mynahs raise delightful notes all around! 
From the depths of the earth to the sky, what sweet melody fills the 
air! 

Perhaps another shikara of tourists has set off from Tel Bal 


A light still glows in a houseboat near the Camel Bridge 
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hink of those yearning souls who must have been lulled to sleep 


3y the breeze blowing through the chinars of Naseem Bagh 


* 


You do the thinking 

Thinking makes my heart sink! 

You think, thought is like a blazing ember of mulberry on my 
forehead today 

Think, how many longing hearts must have been smitten by this 
enchanting ambience of the Dal! 

Smitten, tested, forgotten, cast into oblivion 

Think, how many moon-faced beauties 

must have washed their bodies, shimmering like quicksilver, away 
from everyone’s gaze! 

Think, how many hearts 


must have longed to drink on the moonlit night here! 


How many love-suffused hearts 


must have waited on the banks of the Dal for their lovers! 


Poems of Rahman Rahi 


why She corre 

Sp bly Leuk 
ABI FH Sol 

Maio ASe ot 

Ue ays eri se 

Ut Stu test okt 6 

stir frbiid Ao» 

oA ena See Sor het 

fein F53 Te ach 

Ww 

BLE 2 KU SIIPLA 

HL Leto gt 

| Vettes peltyeticter 

LohusessS fd 

UNF Meal j0 19 Re eth 


45 


The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


How many women, watching these greyish clouds 

must have felt their hearts tantalized by the thoughts of colourful 
picnic scarves! 

How many kings, in the presence of this beauty 

must have thought their royal hems empty! 


How many avid eyes must have, against the deep green lotus 


leaves, lovingly measured their dull pearl-necklaces! 


How many fearless friends must have seen their resolve 


strengthened by the affectionate looks of these lofty mountains! 


How many restless souls must have taken this star-lit sky as their 


confidant and shared their restlessness with it! 
Ah, the drunken evening on this Sona Lank 
must have bewitched many a poet before me too! 

* 
Ah, those bulbuls of charming songs too have flown away! 
Overwhelmed by the sun, the snow on the mountains has melted, 
Autumn has smeared the bright-colored costumes of spring, 
turning them ashen 
Alas! one who departs goes away for good 


No one ever returns from there! 


* 
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Will the tide of death sweep me away too, tearing me away from 
my roots? 

Will I be never able to return here? 

Will J never see the light of the day again? 

Am I to be deprived forever of an evening on this Sona Lank? 
Is the door of death’s cage never left ajar? 

How I wish this stony wall starts cracking soon! 

Ah, when will this curtain of enchantment rise! 

When will we solve the mysteries of the beginning and the end? 
Will death ever be trapped, like a silkworm, by its own doing? 
Will life ever attain fulfillment? 


Will man ever become immortal? 


(July 1956) 
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Art for Art’s Sake 


They say a sculptor lived many years ago 


A great craftsman, master of his times, renowned the world over 


Handsome, young at heart, adventure-loving 
City dwellers would flit around him like moths 


While in villages all were ready to die for him 


He bestowed upon stones the delicacy of flowers 
And with his touch made worthless things precious 
He moulded clay into charming images of bulbuls 


And with his piercing gaze made even dull copper appealing 


Once his heart said to this gifted one: 
“You should leave behind a memorial of your desire 
Give music to some colorful thought 


And form to youth’s blooming spring.” 
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Desire welled up, setting him on fire 
His heart began racing, love was ready to jump into the fire 
Seeking the features of the beloved 


The skilled one gathered all beauty in a marble sculpture 


A wondrous image, the image-maker carved 
A fairy whose sight made the houris of paradise melt like snow 
It was as if the garden’s jasmine bush had burst into full bloom 


Or the moon had descended from the sky, bathed in light 


Seeing his creation, the artist was overjoyed 
His thoughts soared and he began kissing his own hands 


Beholding the height of his creativity, he aspired to touch the 
zenith 


Casting plainness aside, he began searching for deeper meaning in 


his art 
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He thought: “Stars should necessarily surround the moon 
The head should wear the crown of the ruler 
An artist should flaunt his skill 


One’s expertise should be made evident.” 


He let loose du/dul, the horse of his imagination 


And clutched at clouds sometimes and pierced the underworld at 


others 
He discarded some old garments and donned new ones 


In searching for newness he came far from his old ideals 


Girding himself up, he put in his blood and sweat 
He tried everything, all that he remembered or imagined 
Scraping, chiseling, he burnt the oil of his eyes 


And carved a bunch of juicy grapes in the maiden’s hand 
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The grapes seemed plucked straight from the vine 
The bunch looked like youth frolicking at a mountain’s hem 
The ripe grapes were overflowing with juice 


As if someone had removed stoppers from wine flasks 


When this delicate dream was fashioned 
He placed his masterpiece in the middle of a garden 
The word spread everywhere, in cities as well as in villages 


Hearing about it, beauty lovers rushed from their homes 


A large group of artists too came 
Those whose art was famous among the discriminating 
The rich and the famous also arrived, all who had any claim 


And gave lessons on craftsmanship in tulip gardens 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


A miracle, they saw, had been wrought 
The sight of the hand dazzled every eye 
A bird lost its way on seeing the grapes 


Pecking at the fruit, he felt he was on a grape vine 


Everyone was stupefied by the mastery 
And rushed to congratulate the master 
The critics were all praise: 


“A bird lost its way, such talent you possess!” 


Everyone said the same thing to him: 
“What is this magic? How did you change the color of this marble? 
You have paved a new way for fellow artists to tread 


You carved this bunch of grapes and showed the world a new 


miracle!” 
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Hearing this, the sculptor bit his lips in dismay 
The rose turned deathly pale and let out a long sigh 
He tore his garments into shreds 


Battered by grief, he rolled about in frenzy 


Shrilly, he wailed: “My day has turned into night 
Seeking something in vain, I have lost my true purpose 
All that I refined after so much labour seems crude 


In attending to the outer form, I lost the true meaning of love 


I watered the leaves, and let the roots wither 

I lost the gold of my soul and made my art a commodity 
I forgot love in seeking fame 

The world saw the grapes 


But alas, no one paid heed to the creator!” 
(January 1955) 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


Then if Death got a Chance...... 


(An old woman says) 
The days of life are short, the world is a full moon’s light 
A few drops of dew, a few moments with roses 


The road to the graveyard is set, the crematorium doesn’t spare 


anyone 

Childhood becomes youth, youth fades away and then old age 
sets in 

If this be the truth, why evade it? 

The days of life are short, desires infinite, time limited 
However, if anyone further shortens this short life 

with a scissor 

And holds the morning breeze captive 

And stops the dew from descending to the garden 

And rips off the petals from a rose bud before it blooms 


Few are the sips contained in this cup 
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If an unmindful one breaks that too with a stone 
The honey of life then turns into absinthe 
Death then becomes an agony 
And the soul is painfully snatched away 
% 
Ihave heard many a tale about paradise 
Countless bumble bees lost their lives for the narcissi in it 
Many a trader lost his capital and traded in debt 
For a lifetime have I borne the burns of helplessness 
And my hair, a crow’s wing covered with snow 
This sun, tired with so much motion, is now about to set 
Oh! This death’s eye has turned cold 
There is no end to the winter’s chilly night 


* 


O heart! O musician! Strike the plectrum and play! 
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See the sun has spread its glow as it is about to set 
O she looks at me with hope-filled eyes, waiting to be a bride! 
O the breast of my innocent tulip is branded by idleness! 
O the rains have weakened this mud wall! 
O this cat has become fond of me for no reason! 
* 
O heart, my naive heart, my chaotic heart! 
Throb and call my childhood back 
If for a moment the world were under my control 
If for a moment time’s galloping horse heeded my wish 
I would invite the whole world and fill vessels with henna 
I would open up seven oceans of business in a go 
And dye the hem of night 
And offer brocade dresses to the sun and adorn its temples with 


peacock feathers 
And after long play on the twmbaknari with my childhood friends 
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J would drench with water the morning glory in my lawn! 


After this if Death got a chance to visit me, what would it gain? 


Let him go and lock the gates of paradise from all sides... 


(May 1955) 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


The Spectacle and the Psalm 
Sometimes I think 
If we had not met each other 
I would have in no way 
Expressed the joys and sorrows of my dumb heart 
You too, with sacred words, would not have given 
The spark of flint to the bosom of this clayey body 


This heart would have felt suffocated 
Tears would have frozen in my eyes 


Fog would have enveloped my existence 
Thoughts would have been plundered by abstractions 


Irises would have withered before showing colors 


The pigeon would have died before making a sound 


Dumb mountain peaks would have made me feel deprived 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


How restless would have my Vyeth been without an outlet! 


Mute sounds would have risen from this form 


Moses would have died without catching a glimpse. 


O Kashmiri language! I swear by you 
You are my awareness, you are my vision 
You light up the rainbow of my consciousness 


You are the mesmerizing sarangi of my conscience 


You and I are together from birth 

The sunray falling on the mouth of a bud 

I took birth, my ears heard the auspicious notes 
I was ignorant, you led me to knowledge 


You suckled me on the milk of sweet lullabies 


And rocked this precious earring in the cradle 


You wove silken threads for me when dawn broke 
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You entrusted me to the fairies when dusk fell 


You spun me into thread on the colored wheel 

And I soared as if I were on a flying carpet 

You sang sad songs of the parental home while carrying the pitcher 
My tears became springs surging within me 

When you washed my feet at the riverbank 

The scars vanished at the sight of the moon 

You filled my soul with the songs of girls looking for dandelions 
You showed me the path by luring me over distant dales 

You sometimes desired the swan’s long neck 

You sometimes pleased the wild mynah’s heart 

You sometimes tied threads at the village shrines 

You sometimes raised a storm in the city 

You washed my bosom with which waters? 


You gave my heart an elixir and my tongue zamzam 
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Your lover has woken in the wee hours 
Silently sharpening silence into sound 


You and I, our pulse throbs in unison 


This is the bond of a son and a mother 


Sometimes in this desert 

Fierce winds of helplessness blow... 

A wingless tender bird 

is driven out of its nest by innocent desires 
Losing the way, it is agitated 

A mere tuft of feathers 


Chased by a hawk with outstretched wings 
Seeing the snuffed eyes in the blood-stained beak 


I think if we two 


the mother and son had never met? 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


What would I do with my frightened heart? 


Where would I take my poison searching soul? 


Sometimes in this garden 

Fairs of ecstatic spring are held-- 

A slender colorful skiff 

Carries in her lap a pair of lovers 

They enjoy the sun-kissed Dal in lovely spring 
(A fearless crystal wisp of cloud 

in the azure sky 

entices the hearts of mountain peaks) 

Come, the shade of kohl-eyed pine trees 
Come, the thirsty lips of the sunflower 

Come, the wine goblet will raise pearl bubbles 


Come, the bumblebee will pierce the heart of the lotus 
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The pinwheel danced and a tide rose 
huck chi chi chi, chak chaen chaen 


O celestial fairy! If at that moment 


You had not held this mad one’s hand, and calmed his breath 
How would the music of thoughts have woken? 


How would the wild heart have sung rich melodies? 


Sometimes in this world | 
A person robs his own being — | 
A flower sprouted from the earth, from where did this guest come? 
A star in the sky darted, from where did it get a message? 


The narcissus got weary waiting for the bumblebee 


The black snake wound itself around the jasmine | 
This is the dance of the moth in the fire | 


This is the smile of the dewdrop in the sun 
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The pigeon has grown wings but where will it fly? 

The hawk is hungry and will play Holi with blood 

Zuleikha was bewitched by the beauteous features 

The Shraz sighted the moon and climbed the mountain peak 
The earth offers no comfort, nor do we know the heavens 
The beginning has no face, the end no behind 

In the drifting boat of this world 

Had you not complained to the waters of the Sind 

And given tongue to my inner wounds 

The evil of hatred would have ransacked my love’s abode 


The fortnight of bright moon would have turned dark 


You and I are old friends 


The beat of the heart and the whisper of the lips 


After this too shall I put my trust in you 


82 


Poems of Rahman Rahi 


r Pa 

Ey ST zp get ot zt 

A oo 

£ We “ES = 72 
. fm 

vr SL iX a ae 


; ao: 
iL AB eh x 
A a rh sis ie 
UF as, 8 Le 25 
Can - Pa _ 39) 
UW Su she sh 273 
Ue KW. oe J 

hay 2 


83 


The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


After this too shall I watch your moves and shadows 
After this too my heart shall pine for you 

After this too do water my verses 

May this friendship never break! 

_ May the oyster never forsake the raindrop! 

Iam a half bloomed blossom of the almond tree 
You are the spring breeze caressed by the sun 
Do not go and hide among the sand dunes 

Do not be the wind that breaks this lotus 

Do not get waylaid by someone’s tales 

The innocent babes of meaning will be orphaned 
Your silence is the origin of my inspiration 
Your love makes me sing the psalms of love 

O Kashmiri language! I swear by you 


You are my awareness, you are my vision 
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You light up the rainbow of my consciousness 


You are the mesmerizing sarangi of my conscience! 
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An Apology 
Why have you taken offence at my words? 
If I have been foolish 
Pardon me, I acted unwittingly 
Who am I to confront you? 
You are a ruler rolling in riches 
And I, a penniless poet 
Who wants to be reckless and invite trouble? 
Rebellion it is to smell a rose without your consent 
You may, if you wish, call the night day 
Or turn the summer into chilling winter 
A casual remark, and the law will be suspended 
Your mere glance and justice will be imprisoned 
If you wish you can hold Nagray captive 


A passing thought and Himal will be put on auction 


88 


Poems of Rahman Rahi 


vi UU ug ue «@ 
U6 Sit OFT ows ay wi 
z oF uF x br z a Z 

% 2 SE sb be GY 
CME rit As 2 i 
tu Ug Ly gt UL Sf 
Jt fiw Bek e SLUG 
Otte nes WE 2 & ly 
625 Bw $A, 
Be Jee » Ob sf. 
oy wtlt A et xX 
Wie $F yw ie 
S UN ols Ut ZT oS US 
oH br ot 34 P es 


89 


The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


Mika ‘eel too has to do your bidding 

Here a man with a brimming plate 

There one with an empty cup 

Who’!l challenge you if you call the shallow deep? 

It is fitting if you call a mirage the sea 

Who'll say no if you declare blood zamzam? 

Who’ Il question if you interpret staggering steps as dance? 
Your favourite madman becomes a perfect dervish 

Not pleased with a Socrates? Make him drink hemlock 
Who am I to confront you? 


You have the fortune of Taimur, I that of miserable Hafiz! 


* 


How do I matter if the burden-carriers are given some respite? 


Why should I, for no reason, get into intricate details? 
Nothing wrong if sometimes I take a break 


And read in winter the book of the coming spring 
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If you wish we will nail all the windows 

And tell the spring, ‘There are charges against you’ 
Command and we will consign Gulrez to flames 

So Noshlab won’t wake up and start looking around 
We will tell the tulip that Mehjoor was stupid 

That’s why he spotted a stain in you, and asked how you fared 
In vain did Azad raise a hue and cry? 

It’s God who has willed that some be rich, others poor 
If I have been foolish 

Count me as one of your admirers and pardon me 

To obey your every command is my honour 

Open your lips and I will thread your words like pearls 
Truly, your heart is solid as steel 

Without doubt, your sight is clear as the diamond 


You grumble and Aristotles will stitch their lips 
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You turn sweet and fairies will sing at the doors of the fools 
The narcissi have a place under your feet 

A look at you and bumblebees forget their buzzing 

You desired and horse-thieves were appointed as judges 

If anyone bragged of competence, he was given a thrashing 
You order and police officers start smuggling charas 

And clerics are ready to inaugurate casinos 

Censored by you, newspapers are burnt on streets 

And conscience is told expression is foolishness 

Wise is the fool who bears with your fury 

A moment’s proximity to you means a lifetime of riches 
Why talk of the past? Who has seen tomorrow? 

It is today, my lord, that time has blessed you! 


If you take offence, lamps will burn in shops in daylight 
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You wish and in mosques sermons will be read in your name 
Fortune has showered favours upon you 

How fitting if a crown is placed on your head! 

It is envy that has blinded the eyes of some 

That is why they disobey and are ungrateful 

You never bore the burden of the people’s obligation 

It’s time that favoured you and made you a king 

You were shrewd enough to feel the pulse of the times 

And amassed merchandise like other merchants 

With your own efforts you fulfilled your dreams 

When someone’s shack burnt, you added a storey to your house 
With your generosity you shamed even Hatam 

Helping out your kith, granting favours to your friends 

Of course, you had no duty towards the people! 


If their streams vanished underneath them, how are you to blame? 
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Why do the stars harbour false expectations? 
The moon, after all, only seeks its own growth 
If [ have eulogised your regal manners 

True, it is to save my own skin 

If telling the truth is sinful, forgive me 

If I floundered a bit in my speech, pardon me 


Why have you taken offence at my words? 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


Flood and the Shore 
If the spring breeze hurries again today 
Beware O heart, do not be dismayed! 
If the hyacinths again pass away stealthily today 


Be not in any delusion or sigh 


The universe is restless like mercury 
Wind blows, candle dims, night dies, morning breaks 
Winter, wrapped in a shroud, lay here this moment 


Soon summer will arrive, spring has already spread its fragrance 


Should the ocean’s depth be plumbed with oars? 
This crazy life is a hall of mirrors 
If we call the harp the solace of the ear 


This heartless one speaks of the heart’s pain at times 
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The world admired the stature of Laila 
And the mount of Najd did not forget Majnun’s roaming 
This world that Halakoo trampled underfoot 


Was the one that poured wine in Hafiz’s cup! 


Priceless gems lie hidden within stones 
When did the rainbow ever appear in a single colour? 
The branch on which the crow is about to fall asleep 


On it is perched the bulbul too that awakens the garden 


This world is a mixture of contraries 
In the beginning snow-capped mountains, in the end an hour of 


sunlight © 
The lion’s roar is true of the forest 


The youthfulness of the deer makes it frolic 
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O heart, do not needlessly turn in your hem 
Varied and multicoloured flowers exist in the garden 
Don’t divide time into the slots of morning and evening 


The sun hides only to impart light to the moon 


If love lights up the candelabra of the mind 
Separation from the beloved feels like union 
One who dreams of the shore when caught in the flood 


Even a single breath looks like a miracle to him 


Even if the narcissus has not learnt to wait 
The bumblebee keeps its date with spring 
If autumn deposits the advance for winter 


The flaming chinar preserves the trust of summer 
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As for your desire and the innocence of your passion 
O heart, you need to learn the etiquettes of love! 
If the night weighs heavy on me, you speak of the dawn 


If | jump into the fire, you make the flowers fragrant 


(March 1959) 
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In the Parched City 


Having enjoyed the delights of Shalimar Garden, the three of us 
left in silence 


If you remember friend, it was you who pointed out: 


“The sun is dousing its flame behind that mountain” 


The music of fountains permeates the evening breeze 


The trees on the sides of the road stand still, watching the 
wayfarers: 


“Have we forgotten some important thing at home?” 
Tongas have left, the river bank empty like a harvested field 


The groan of a lorry lies lodged in the mind like a half-forgotten 
tune 


What thought crossed the mind of the light of your eyes, he 
smiled? 

The milky white moon rose quickly behind that mountain 
The road’s heart softened — What is the great hurry? 


Let us walk a bit 
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Look, how the rivulet tinkles its anklets amidst the shady willow 
groves 


Listen to me, will you rest a moment on the bridge 


I’ll splash some water on my face and cool my heart 


Look how the river gushes from glaciers like a stream of honey 
You are a poet! Descend, the world lies before you 
You alone can hear the music of forest nymphs here 


At such spots silence turns into seductive music 
The village-damsel began laughing for some reason as I spoke 
Nestled among wild flowers the desert bramble will bare its heart 


The joyous breeze of Shalimar and the sight cramped in the city 


Strike some melody, the forest nymphs are fond of evening time 


A sweet ache rises in my memory and causes a strange delight 
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The chinar shade feels drowsy and the moonlight weaves a dream 
A ripple appears in the waters, and the breeze carries the fragrance 


of lilies 


Walk! So that this innocent dear remembers this winding path 
Let our aged eyes too see the gazelle-like gait of a child 
Perchance the springs of Shalimar shall gush forth in this parched 
city! 


(September 1960) 
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After Ten Years 


Unmindful steps took me again to the same river bank! 
Ten years ago, this rivulet seemed as deep 


An occasional chirp from the chinar above broke the silence the 
same way 


As if a fish had jumped up from the quiet waters 
The acacia-scented breeze carried the same sting of mellowed wine 
The sky like a spring in the forest, the moon like a mermaid 
Unmindful steps took me again to the same river bank 

* 
Suddenly, the wandering heart found clues and the eyes came 
along 
Yes, from the same porch she had come down donned in youth 
Yes, from the same street she had appeared suddenly drumming 
the pot with her hennaed hands 
Yes, her flower-like feet had caressed the same patch of grass 


Yes, these very stairs had kissed and kept count of her steps 
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Yes, it was here, fetching water, that she had answered my glance 

In that very hour, she had given her word and fashioned a dream 
* 

Ten years it has been and that moment arrives every day on 

drunken steps 

Ten years it has been and the rivulet still seems as deep 

Ten years it has been and this chinar still sweetens dreams 

Ten years it has been and she still does not remember 

To keep that promise and come to the riverside 

I would shout by her grave but she won't hear 

No acacia-scented breeze wafts in the grave 


Only the gravestone grows old and new irises bloom here! 


(April 1962) 
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Intimations from the Dark 


My sleep broke, the thread of my thoughts snapped 
last night 

I discerned an eagle in the wild shadows of my mind 
On its beak, the blood of the dove flamed 


Mountain peaks shed their feathers in the air 


I turned my head on the pillow, and saw a deep dark 
abyss 

[rose and leaned against the wall, a wintry chill crept 

into my breast 

My lips turned dry, I heard a whispering sound outside 

the window 

Snow-flakes sought shelter in deep crevices 

From behind a box not even a tiny mouse crept to the store 
On the wooden wall-peg a cat hung instead of my pheran 
Rubbing my eyes, I pulled the quilt over my ‘cold shoulders 
The kangri tilted, and cold ashes kissed my feet 
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Meanwhile, I heard the owl hooting “Woe to you, Woe!” 


Had my heart stood by me, I would have let out a wail 


Out of nowhere | remembered my dearest one 

How, last night, he sat eagerly listening to me! 

While I told him of the painful ordeals of the oyster 

But half way through the tale, sleep overtook him 
Bewildered, I sprang up and turned the lights on 

Like a mushroom on a mount, I found him lying by 

the wall with no covers 

Deep in sleep, fragrant blossoms bloomed on his lips 
And a fresh drop of sweat broke on his forehead 

It seemed he was dreaming the remaining half of the tale 


It seemed an oyster had painfully brought forth a pearl! 


(May 1963) 
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A Dream 


Last night, I had a dream! 


This wilderness, this reign of snow, this night 

A solitary cottage with someone inside 

(I mistook him for myself in the mirror) 

I said nothing to him, cold seems to have seeped into his being 
His desolate eyes speak of the fire in his heart 


Prayers lie suspended on his lips 


“This wilderness, this reign of cold, this night 

What is this fluttering of wings near the cottage door 
Felicitations! Felicitations! Is it true? Felicitations! 

O Self, what are you doing sitting there in the dark corners? 


Outside someone has wrought a miracle! 
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Ah! Fortune has smiled on that thorny clump 

And wrapped its naked frame in colored blossoms! 
In this expanse of snow, a small square of spring 
A patch of green grass, a mantle of warm sun 
Come let us lie there for a little while — but oh! 
Who was that bird in the thorny clump? 


It has fled and driven the spring away ...” 


I said nothing, desire has welled up in him after ages 

It flew ahead, carrying what seemed like a posy of blossoms under 
its wings 

Scanning the snowy expanse, he set out to catch it 

Headed where, for what, for how long—? 

Colours will bloom under its wings, the feet will be wounded— 
But a swan near the tree spied it 


See how he grabbed it! Oh, it has breathed its last! 


124 


JI Gab 


Poems of Rahman Rahi 


{th Bd ST om 


We I akh oho wi Bw 
ut py & bh & of 
roe dd OF oe Ses 


Ub77 0 TT 2 Ube wR 


sy Fu uel a du? 
4148 be Wee Fo 
wie YM SP ott 


Meo liae Se 


125 


The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


Then he went and reclined against a snow boulder 


This wilderness, this intoxicating season, this blessed moment 
The mist of colours and waves of fragrance tossing about 
The winter snow has melted, the air is singing 


The sun pampers the cottage’s courtyard today 


Atop the tree, someone is singing the song of spring 
Look there, near the boulder lies a bony skull 
A proud poppy has bloomed forth from it 


_Ihad a dream yesterday! 


(March 1964) 
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This Bridge 
Under the moonlight this bridge in the middle of the city 
Its banks are soaked by the whirlpool’s song 
That blind Greek sage who 


On lying down remembered a tale 


Beauty preyed on desire and pride began simmering 
What a treacherous ocean was crossed in a boat! 
Hector donned the armour, his infant trembled 
Andromache laughed through her tears 

Patroclus died leaving the horses behind 

Achilles’ ireful, bloodshot eyes shone 

The fire-begotten dragons of revenge 


Danced over the towers of Ilium 
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Under the shadow of the clouds, this city bridge 
The hollow wooden horse staring speechless 
Astride a barge, the victorious Agamemnon restless: 


‘After ten years my wife will shower me with love’ 


Under the waning moon, look at this bridge 


As if Zeus is lost in the thought of human misery 


(May 1964) 
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An Impression 
A sudden burst of mid-spring rain 
Cast a spell over an apple orchard 
The green grass burst forth in youthful desire 
The branches donned the colour of ripeness 
The breeze rose and sat among the shadows 
The silence lured the coos of the cuckoo 
The stream called out to the silver anklet 
The petal leapt up and circled like a moth 
Buzzing, the honeybee flew out of sight 
No one could tell where it came from and where it went 
A solitary sunray beneath the apple tree 
Suckled away at the oblivious raindrops 


The stray cloud danced about the foot of a hill 
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The thought of solitude opened up the bosom of love 
O Garden Path! Remember those flower-like steps 


O Broken Heart! Who will listen to your throbbing! 


(May 1964) 
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The Cynic 
Who knows if that fount won’t freeze tomorrow? 
It's been two days without electricity 
The sky's face is sooty 
Those flickering stars have been buried 
The whispering wind chants mantras 
The excuse-seeking ghost of death and this uneven frost 
Someone howled from below the veranda: 
“May he, who helped me, be blessed!” 
Helen must have left to welcome her guest 


Heracles’ blood-soaked garment is in flames 


Look, what clay we were made from! 


If only the newspaper would arrive, time would pass: 
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Who was slain in mad anger and where? 
Whose heart fluttered at a blushed beauty? 
Which poet was distracted in his meditation? 
Which love-struck face sculpts images? 

In what hotel room did friends 


have their last supper with Christ? 


These, my neighbours, are impatient 
They await spring in the graves of snow 
Ifa devil could tell them the truth 


What noble design does this world have! 
Here it is, this great human wonder 


For centuries it has been rolling its eyes 


Open but without sight 
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Still every day after dusk 
he hoots like an owl of Najd’s jungle: 
“The parrot stole my mynah heart 


If only I could see his face!” * 


(January 1965) 


140 


Poems of Rahman Rahi 


EL 


AFT avn dE Ls 5 


- 
ra 


BE MVP Bout 


A Ste Fuh Fb 


a S35 slLle 
Bd Sit So she 
a Lb » ASU 


yam $4sho tio yo 
g 
SP Mee Mae 


Os MEK ulel 
SFU sy le 


141 


The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


The Sea’s Bottom is Salsabeel 
“The bottom of the sea is Salsabeel, its surface fire” 


(Ghalib) 


May your fire rage on, may your thirst increase! 


Your breath a rose, your eyes wine 


Could you guess on that plateau 
How much sand was destined to slip through my fingers? 
Lost eyes whispered a dark message: 


“How unreliable is the sea of eternity!” 
I too was caught unwittingly in the trap 


Unawares the dark dust enveloped me 


Little did I know that in my bosom 
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A hoopoe in a bulbul’s garb would gnaw at me 


A happy deer in a thick forest 
Leaping in the sun and playing in the shade 
Its eyes suddenly fell on a spring whose water asked: 


“Who are you and what are you gazing at in surprise?” 


The inquisitive heart raised many prickly questions 
(The silent mouth and vacant eyes had no answers) 
Who invited this briar? 

What is the moon to the sun? 

Who offered the rose bed to the hungry worm? 


Why did Alexander enter the cavern? 


The turbulent sea and the unanchored boat 
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The foggy thoughts of the amateur boatman 
Every wave that sprang had a gaping mouth 


Every bubble that rose was shamed and burst 


The toy of the naughty child broke 
Columns and walls, all broke into a hearty laugh 
His throat choked and his eyes flooded 


He met neither his mother nor saw his father 


The cold, hopeless wilderness where 

No muezzin calls to announce the dawn 

No god inhabiting any temple 

The heart without any throb, the eyes with no expectations 
Wild deer on the moors are on the lookout 


No warmth of the sun, no cool of shade 
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No blade of grass sprouted, no fleshy thorn grew 


Suspended in all directions lies the thirsty dust 


You were reborn in the same darkness 
That bosom lies open and I recognised you 
As if you plucked that very apple from the branch 


And I sacrificed my divine stature for you 


The flood was not like Noah’s deluge 
That we needed a raft to ferry us across 
Whoever crosses the Sirdt has to cross alone 


No grudge I bear, no bitterness you harbour 


Look where we have reached unmindfully today! 


My heart is abuzz with the warbles of spring 
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The pure angels can keep that garden 


Your mellow apples are enough for me 


Is there any barrier left? Raise your eyes now 

The beginning is my mate, the end your slave 

Close — a little closer — the heart is heart’s confidant 
The time is fit for love, God is kind 

May your fire rage on, may your thirst increase! 


Your breath a rose, your eyes wine! 


(January 1966) 
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Creation 
Push the door, come in, I am here 
You are the ethereal spirit of spring’s breeze 


I am the searching spring of the backwoods 


I seem to have seen you somewhere 

A jingling footstep in the void 

A flutter of wings at midnight 

A restless snake vanishing into the haystack 

The illusion is hard to bear, I sacrifice my life for you 


Stop a while and let me see you properly! 


No, don't close the door, I feel suffocated 


A mantra is playing on your lips 
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What is this madness? I am alone 
Your eyes are incredibly electrifying 
I want to stretch myself, this attic is narrow 


I want to drink water, your breath is searing 


My God, what a magician has met me! 
His arms soft like wild tulips 
His steps like a spider on its web 


Now deer-like he plays, now lion-like he pants! 


This coercion, why so much coercion? 
O trickster, I am not out to sell myself! 
What if illusions and shadows mock me? 


Reveal your true nature ... then let’s see! 
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I am dead—every inch of me is on fire 

Where has my mad heart flown away? 

Why doesn’t any bodily part touch the ground? 
[hear the flutter of wings 

What is this dark cave? Where have I reached? 


Do [have to gulp down this spring of fire! 


My love, you possessed me and I embraced you 
You are no more a god, nor am I Eve 

From your every glance trickles grape wine 
Every beat of my pulse sparkles like stars 
Earth’s moisture oozes below the eyebrows 


I cool my fingers in the lightning! 


Last evening, this window was closed 
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Else I would have weaved a dream! 


The morning light has brightened up the peaks 

The air trips in ecstasy today 

That youthful bush in the compound has blossomed early 
Each petal wears the color of cool shade 

Every fragrant bit intoxicates 


Every pore oozes youthfulness 


My heart! Don’t disturb the bees any more 


A weariness seems to have overcome my body! 


(March 1966) 
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Swoon 
I myself am at a loss......what can I say! 
You know everything, you are my confidant 
How the narcissus of my temple has withered! 
Some light is still left in my eyes, that is why I can see 
Whose tears are these that stare at me time and again? 
My ears hear a muted noise: “You were a liar 


Vagabonding aimlessly with colours and shapes.” 


I told her this, apparently I had told the truth: 
“Without you life is a thatched roof riddled with holes 
Without you the world is a void of illusory calls” 

My bosom has no window, that I could open and show: 


“See your recollection has turned into a stream of blood 
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If you suck one drop, eternal spring will be yours!” 
She said: “Your eyes suddenly gave out smoke 
That smoke oozed from my sticky lips like poison 


A burrowing worm found its place in my heart.” 


Perhaps my eyes had given out smoke! 

But I remember only one moment, one incident: 

A new lightning descended with outstretched arms 
In my ears resounded the sound of seas and caves 

In my veins springs of the nether world gushed forth 
In my breath many forests reverberated 

Hot stones opened their bosoms to reveal rubies 
Every fibre of my being bloomed with joy and exuded a sweet 
fragrance 

“Daffodil”, I said to her! “Narcissus”, she replied 
“What is this buzzing”, she asked? 


“I have become a bumble bee”, I answered 
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It was the last hour of the night, I dreamt of us locked in a whirling 


dance 

A spark turned into a star and a star into a spark 

The earth stretched its arms and touched the buds in the sky 
Milky moonlight watered the flowery floor 


Meanwhile a spark saw another spark and together they turned into 


a flame: 
“O Star! The whirling has made me giddy 


The daffodil desires the season of flowers” 


I told her this, seemingly I had told the truth: 
“Without you life is a false promise 

Without you the world is a frozen smile on a corpse” 
My bosom has no window that I could open and show: 
“Look how this diamond craves for you 


IfI commit a wrong my destiny will be in ruins!” 
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She asked: “Can a narcissus wither envying me? 
lam a gush of elixir, how can I turn into poison? 


Suck your gashed heart, I will wait all my life” 


When I turned back, I found the way blocked 
On all sides thoughts pricked like thorns, piercing the feet 
This white narcissus on my temple sheds petals 


While the daffodil hidden in my bosom weeps 


It is this narcissus which gives my eyes a soothing sleep 
It is this daffodil which warms my heart with desire 
I myself am at a loss ......what can I do? 


To be contained in this transient world is hard! 


(July 1966) 


166 


Poems of Rahman Rahi 


tbe Kirt 

SI SS S65 Fas te 
Bou SUG Si 

A wpa S Seg 
Bh Pelee! 
Wig huisthy 

U Mitek 


“ CF 2 x - a 
ea Photo Nd 
Wize SUS ISH 


Obey pa bely 
ad Z £ Pe 
Sst be 

ad Fi 


167 


TS ESSSSESSS "yr 


The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


Clue 
Again that fatal day has come near 
It was this day when this treacherous world 
Groping its way like a blind man 
Grabbed me from the obscure cave of eternity 
Merging something with something 
Using the casting rod of birth and being 
Pulled me like a pale narcissus under a clod of earth 


And brought me, without asking, into this world 


Yes...yes...the earth has turned warm again 

Alas, the spring breeze will blow again! 

The sun will turn bright and the world around me will come alive 
again 

The sky will turn blue and the plants will grow fresh leaves and 


shoots 
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What’s come over me! Calling out the hoopoe 


That restive awareness will reignite me! 


O foolish self, where are you lost? 

Come, I will take you to a spring in the dark today 
Silvery fish, I will wash you in elixir 

And drape your jasmine body with soft satin 

And sing like an anklet to your lotus feet 

Enter through the gate, I will kiss your forehead 
Run up the stairs, the room is empty 

Like a mirror on the wall, I will gaze on you 

Are these your eyes or those of a deer drunk? 

Are these your lips or a garden of grapes in full ripeness? 
Who will be the lucky one who can feast his eyes 


on the oceanic angels of your burgeoning breasts? 
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Black-tongued, cold, inauspicious 

Tip, tip, tip, tip, tip, tip, tip, tip 

Every moment he bites the mute heart 

Time and again he says, ‘you have melted like an icicle’ 
Everything I say becomes a thing of the past 

Thad bosom friends, they have gone to their in-laws 
What dreams I nursed! I was waylaid! 

I too like the village road in the late evening 

Keep waiting till my eyes droop 


Is there any one? No one, not a soul anywhere! 


Woe to this memory of mine! 
I wish this snare were eaten by the moth 
I would, if I could, rip it into threads— 


O mother, don’t make haste! 
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My hair is still short, let it turn darker still 

Let the stream of my thoughts rise further still 
Let the spring of my desire rise to its brim 
Leaf-moths have come, they will keep coming 
My heart creates a buzz within 

If not today then surely tomorrow 


My loving bumble-bee will find its way to me! 


My heart, O my craving heart! 

Come, that fatal day is finally here 

When the whole world, alien to you 
Friends, relatives of all kinds 

Felicitate you with sweet tongues 

Giving you no clue of the departing spring 


O heart, my dear bosom friend! 
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How long will you bear these taunts? 
How long will you stare into the mirror-wall? 
Your eyes are like forests under the sea 


Your lips like deserts pining for water! 


(August 1966) 
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Diving into the Memory’s Ocean 
I received your letter, turned it, opened it, read it — 
Everything around melted and the fog settled in 
The rosewood table, the glass ink bottle 
The white washed walls, the office calendar and my playmates 
Becoming shadows, the fish jumped from the window 
Endless waters, no sign of the shore or a ferry 
Shadows within shadows, reclining all around 
“Dive—no don’t — dive now, see this ray of sunlight descending 
Digging through the light, it has left for the nether-world 
If not today, you good for nothing, then when will you dive?” 
“Oh! I am lost, drowned, dead, finished 
Blue surroundings, top to bottom only blue, the light too is blue 


(Someone is clipping weeds over my head 
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As if hitting my crown with potsherds) 
The ray of the sun that accompanied me 
Looks like the fish has swallowed it too 


See it slipping away! I recognized its back 


Hey mad damsel! Don’t go away, I will come with you 

I too have played truant from school” 

“Damn! This smoky tunnel is choking my breast 

A strange garden exists here with unusual plants and animals 


The sky is black, the surroundings are black, even the ground 


underneath is black” 

Changing her form, Noshlab speaks 

“Don’t hide your face, flaunt your youth 

The color of your tresses and the scar of my heart 

Come, now that there is no above or below? Come, let us dance!” 


“Ah! The shore! I have caught it, come take a breather!” 
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Here sighs turn into the melodies of water nymphs 
And red welts flash like rubies here 


Broken skeletons were dug up and a treasure of pearls sparkled! 


(August 1966) 
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A Meeting 
A gushing stream met me on the road 
I lost my senses, my hands and feet turned numb 
A surge of desire and I stood dumbstruck 
My thrilled heart was caught in a whirl 


My seeing eyes could see nothing! 


Silence has clutched the desert under her feet 
If only the breeze blowing through the leaves would whistle 
Is there no one who would, out of sympathy, 
pelt stones at me - Najd’s madman - and ask: 


“Where have you been? The caravan has left!’ 
(September 1966) 
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Dandelion’s Chandelier 
Do not blow on me 
Iam very delicate 
So delicate that... 
(Colour: flour dust on fair cotton filaments 
Appearance: the orb of the sun 
From the outside: a silken tassel, a snowy flake 
Inside: a magical wonder 


Heir to the mystery of the universe) 


I burst forth from mud, rose from the rain and thrived in the sun 
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I heard the music of sounds and the gushing of streams 
And gazed at mountain peaks and the sky 

In the day I thought I had grasped the secret of existence 
But when night came I could remember nothing 
Wherefrom have I come, whereto am | headed? 

I tried to glance at myself 

But! 

Do not blow on me 

lam very delicate 


So delicate that... 


(June 1969) 
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In the Garden 

The busy mornings and evenings of year upon year 
From the forest came passion and from the city, desire 
Upon a bough, the youthful rays blaze 
My sweat 

Her mellowness 
My blood 

Her glowing crimson visage 


The calm eyes were stirred by heaven’s secrets 


Today neither Eve nor Adam will be led astray 

Today a bird and a hungry desire got expression 

In the beginning it came along with the same song that was heard 
by the poet who died young 


Who on beholding fruit-laden trees in autumn 
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Felt his emotions ripen with every beat of the pulse 


And sometimes it seemed the bard of Shiraz had come to meet the 


sweet bough 
A peck or two 


The bough began to ache and the air was filled with song 


The heart felt a pang 


Or it is learning new notes! 


(August 1969) 
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Marine Drive 


Numberless commuters, with blood-soaked feet tread this road 
Many mighty caravans that start early are lost in broad daylight on 
this road 


In the madding crowd unknown voices call out while eyes stare 
around blankly 
People come from far and wide and rub shoulders on this road 


It seems every step creates a commotion, a din is raised all around 
Look carefully, exhausted shadows lull desolation to sleep on this 
road 


The sight of whirling tyres on this stretch made from tar and 
crushed stone 

Brings to mind the shady willow and the music of spinning wheels 
on this road 


The march of time is worth watching, every building tries to touch 


the sky 


One who failed in all his tricks, he too lies down on this road 
The lover who sang to Heer sitting in the palanquin on camel back 


Now watches indifferently the reading on the taxi’s meter on this 
Toad 
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The simple rustic who came to the city in the hope of opening his 
closed vision 

Does not take even one step without a signal from the traffic light 
on this road 


Is this some mad escape or are they being chased, who can tell? 
One only sees men and machines rushing about madly on this road 


Coming down the backwoods dumbfounded instincts watch silken 
scarves 

Nurtured in gatherings beauteous shadows grow forests on this 
road 


There the evening sun was forced to take a dip in that sea 
Here Rahi kindles the flame of a sweet melody in his bosom on 
this road 


(January 1970) 
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The simple rustic who came to the city in the hope of opening his 
closed vision 

Does not take even one step without a signal from the traffic light 
on this road 


Is this some mad escape or are they being chased, who can tell? 
One only sees men and machines rushing about madly on this road 


Coming down the backwoods dumbfounded instincts watch silken 
scarves 

Nurtured in gatherings beauteous shadows grow forests on this 
road 


There the evening sun was forced to take a dip in that sea 
Here Rahi kindles the flame of a sweet melody in his bosom on 
this road 


(January 1970) 
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A Feeling 
It was misty outside 
And silent 
And cold 
The trees without any clothing 


The mud walls beggarly from end to end 


Thad spotted grey ash by the hearth 
And with no kangri to warm me 


I stood by the window 


Down by the road, whenever a shadow stirred 
I was tempted to ask: 


“Where are you headed? Won’t you take me along?” 
But there was the mist 


And silence 
And the cold 
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A Wild Tale 
The golden lioness of the green woods 
bearing the grandeur of Harmukh mountain 
From the backwoods came a Gujjar woman carrying doe-milk 
On the bank of the turbulent Nile 
Gauging the depth of the dying sun 


Cleopatra! 


In the midst of the forest fire lies a sparkling glacier 
On the top of the forest deodar 

The height-loving hawk 

With grave eyes 


Surveys its empire stretching till the horizon! 


The golden lioness of the green woods 
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Attracting the environs like a magnet 


And this coveting, panting horse 

Shadows of fear and sparks of desire mixed in its eyes 
The wave rushing towards the shore 

And then receding again 


The white moth wishes to kiss the flame 


Seeing the Bedouin watchmen’s brandishing spears, how can 


Majnun be free! 

Will it devour me? 

Wherever I go I am sent back here 
How can I escape? 

Arms of sight stretched 
Goosebumps broke all over my body 


Teeth—glittering stars 
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Breath—ocean’s deluge 
Nails—glittering daggers 
I won’t leave it 

I will cling to it 
Whiskers 


Soaked in warm blood! 


(May 1971) 
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Snow over a Thorny Bush 
Tossing and turning, I woke up in the dark midnight 
Heart sinking, each part of my being agitated 
I cast a glance over the world beyond the windowsill 
Clouds were being dragged 
And the frogs too had their croaking choked 
From the north of my neighbour’s shack, darted 
Silently, swiftly, the shadow of a bird — 
I remembered my childhood 
The milk-woman would say: 
“After dusk, I spotted two fiery pigeons 
Or were they two blazing columns?” 
And then there was a frenzied furore: 


“O Man, look there is a fire afar!” 
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I gazed searchingly at the courtyard 

The trees were all huddled together 

But for one, which under the mosque’s light 
with hundreds of arms lifted unto the sky 

its mouth agape 

stood petrified 


I again turned on my side, the ropes of the mat beneath the mattress 


pressed into my flesh 
I saw my wife was asleep 


Snow over a thorny bush 


(August 1971) 
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Three Damsels 


I met all three on the same road 


The first one 


A golden fish in the swamp 

Every inch the flame of a lamp 

Every fibre the warm breath of dark alleys 
Every glance that of a panting lioness 


Every pulse narcissus cup drenched in pigeon blood 
The second one 

An incense stick in a shrine 

Every inch the sweetness of an elixir 


Every fibre the call for morning prayers 


Every glance a path flooded with rain water 
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Every pulse a white butterfly soaring towards the mountain top 


The third one 

I think I spotted her too on the side of the same road 
Every inch worn out 

Every fibre burnt out 

Every glance withered in the closed alleys 


Every pulse standing still in calm repose 


Something happened and she recognized me 
She made me blush 
She won me over 


She no longer remembered me 


(January 1972) 
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A Call 
“Like a clank, my journey is not beyond a chain’s lane.” 


(Bedil) 


Whosoever you are 


Listen to my plea! 


Iam speaking to you 

Who that was awake before the first warmth 
And shall continue after everything freezes 
Dancing freely 


Whosoever you are 


Listen to my plea! 
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Lam addressing you 

A cloud ray to an ocean 

A dewdrop to the sun 

A grass worm to the earth 

A dandelion seed head to the wind 
Listen if you exist... 


Listen to my plea! 


Come and descend into my lost eyes 
and show them— 
Where does this floating street begin? 


Who, losing his way, ran into this restive stream? 


Wherever you came from 


Thear your footfall near my jugular vein 
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You may have sensed it 

When a chanting apple tree branched out of my rib 
My birth struck my newly sprouted body like a spade 
Sita transgressed the boundary set by Ram 

Where the eternal elixir didn’t kiss my heel 

an arrow struck me there 

I saw Oedipus gouging his eyes in the dark 

and then cooling his fire-dipped sword 

with his blood 

You, who heeded Yazeed’s call from Hafiz’s tongue! * 


Listen to my plea! 
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[had the cool shade of pine forest behind me 
Recklessly, I cut it down 

(The starry sky curses me at night) 

Before me were the solitary islands with fairies 
singing in a chorus 

They were eaten by my bitter thoughts on sand dunes 
slowly, little by little 

(Dogs bark in broad daylight) 


O the Commotion of Commotions! 
From a steep mountain the Shraz fell off 


The beautiful moon flung charcoal dust over it 


“The city dwellers tossed empty wine glasses on the streets 
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And decked urinals with glass bowls containing golden, green and 


crimson fish 

Fans make artificial lotuses flutter in showcases 
Hungry messengers announce over the flute: 
“Rustum shall ride his stallion Rakhsh 

The darkness shall have light 

The mirror will no longer be amazed 

The sheep shall follow the shepherd to pasture 


The mountains shall hollow out the Beginning and End in dusky 


rays!” 


Whatever form you take 

Listen to my plea! 

How can the Darkness throw the dice 
and to whom? 


Ttoo have forgotten it 
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At the foothill, countless sheep 
stared at each other’s muzzles, speechless! 
The shepherds have fled the city 


and laze around with their rice-filled bellies 


Whether you are a diamond or a hyacinth 

Look at my condition 

The priests have begun to recite the Gospel sweetly 
The date trees in the lawn shed profuse tears 

Love has been swept away by lust from distant villages 
And after careful sifting, advertised in cities 

The gazelle is paraded through the bazaar 

The shop fronts are used fo gossip and fight 


The lamps hang from poles glowing light 
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Jest any traveller loses his way 

When the light shall burst, if I am asked: 
Who destroyed the swallow’s nest 

on the street? 

What will I answer? 

My Quran shall respond: 

“They are deaf, dumb and blind, and hence 
They cannot return to the right way.” *** 
Ithas rained, now where shall we go? 


The aroma of opium shall spread from head to toe 


Tam addressing you 
O the Fire raging above the towers of Ilium! 
O the Dust that smiles over Abu Turab’s body! 


O Karbala’s restless waters! 
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O the wind blowing in the nostrils of Genghis Khan! 


Look 
For how long have I been on this quicksand 


Playing marbles, all alone! 
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On Looking into the Mirror 
[looked into the mirror for the first time today 
In such a way that both the eyes surged out 
Standing on tiptoe 
Its nostrils flaring 
It asked me: 
Don't you recognize me? 
Open the icy cage— 
The trees have the same dense shade 


The ram is still bleating! 


The hot iron was being hammered in the smithy 


And in the remote forest flames raged in both crevices 
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The mirror slipped through my hand 
Bewildered, I felt 
the shepherds 


were panting while driving the flock... 


(May 1972) 


Poems of Rahman Rahi 


& MY 
(ce % ? 
Saas 
7 

&,. % 
Ba, Se 


X 


g 


ME 93 83)3 fp iin i 


bi a7 
47, 
4 4 Of 
253 eors 
,., & ae 
HIS ees ge 


233 


The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


Epiphany 
A wave of pain rose in the tooth 


Where will you escape? 


A panting hawk 
Mist-draped, tiger-eyed mountain peaks 
The pen scratching its way 


Over the open bosom of the craving paper 


A sword blunted from digging up a stone 
A caterpillar munching into a heap of mulberry leaves — 


chomp, chomp, chomp 
Just as warmth crept stealthily into spring 


Yesteryear’s swallows, without any orders 


Tushed into 
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the silent room: 


titir- titir-titi, titir-titir titi — 


Listen, 


What will you do? 
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O Rishi! 
You animated the bosom with the knowledge of eternity 
You illuminated the cave of darkness with a clear light 
You attained the ultimate vision in your prime 


A mere particle, you brightened the skies 


A dewdrop in the shade became the bright sun 
Cognition dissolved into pure intuition 
Kashapmar received the breeze from Shah-i-Hamdan 


Islam warmly welcomed Shaivism 


Rings of time form the chain of timelessness 
Boundless river spreads all around 
The dance of a point is the secret of knowledge 


Lalla’s vaakh now reborn as Sheikh’s shruk 
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O Rishi! You created this awakening among us 
You rendered the Arabic Quran into Kashmiri 
Dust of your threshold is like Budshah’s kingdom 
You are the blue sky over Nilnag Spring 


O Rishi! You blend many notes into a symphony 
From your depths springs our consciousness 


You are the binding thread of the scattered leaves 


You are the face of a faceless community 


(August 1976) 
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Whirlpool 
Tossing against the banks, it soared and danced 
Whirling, it burrowed into its own heart 
Weaving gyres of infinite colors in the gloom 
Flickering on leaves and making flowers bloom 
Spreading its garments it pampered numerous ghats 
Growing distant it saw through the shadows in the sky 
A shooting star! 


—Moving neither backwards nor forward — 


(August 1976) 
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Spring 
With a loud pop it removed the paper off the lattice 
And caressing my cold forehead with its warm hand, asked: 
“Are your eyes still dimmed by the swarming, dark snowflakes? 
You thorny burr, ‘hoo’ is my breath, carrying an emerald’s 
warmth! 
In love’s forest, the sparks of the bosom make life bloom 
The crazed ones are pulling at the manacles of air 
Under the lamp’s flame, the poet hears the warble of mustard fields 
Under the boulder, the moth having sucked the sap from the grass, 
feels the sun’s ray and dances in rapture 


The fish in the gushing Wular, the bush on the plateau lit by the 
lightning of the sun’s beam, dew drops shining like the starry sky 
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Footsteps on the flowery path, pigeons soaring, the air abuzz with 


their cooing 


Sky, Wind, Earth all inundated by the gust of fragrance coming 


from the verdure of the deep oceans 
The eye, the pen, the paper, the word, the dome, the expanse .... 
All the six dimensions give signs 


Spring is already here!” 


(January 1977) 
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Stoking the Kangri 

His life had been one long stretch of winter 
Snow did not let him be even when entering the grave.... 
Thinking this I lay down to sleep 
And turned off the bed switch 

Drip 

Drop 

Drip 

Drop 
In the dark silence 
All alone 
The bathroom tap 
was listening to the music of its own anklets: 


Drip 
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Drop 
Drip 
From the roof a heap of snow came crashing down 


Istoked the Kangri 


(February 1977) 
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An Unripe Song 
No, I have no illusions 
You churned the ocean and I harvested poison 


In a dew drop I feel the flames of a forest fire 


Ascending a shadowy ladder we both saw 
Eyes fixed on a closed iron gate 

In that free but helpless moment: 

Above falcon wings 


Verses rolling down from the fortress of Nay 


No, I have no illusions 
In the dark frightened footfalls descended the stairway: 


With a short kiss snakes bit the Egyptian Queen’s bosom 
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In this solitary island, you and I 
have nurtured so many Mirandas and Calibans— 


Under the twilight shade, a fresh dew drop opens eyes on a blade 
of grass 


A breathless log in a moment of ecstasy yearns to reach the sky 


That lava overflowing from my being 

The earthly suck of your presence 

The dust-ridden manuscript that you picked up 
Shows the faint creases of the palm 

Any fresh book I opened 

Every letter’s lip had darkened 


From this glass wall 


The blushed afternoon of the Dal Lake 


Asks for your tall shadow 
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A mountain peak stilled in flight 


Asks for the thumping of my heart 


Listen, look without blinking, I beseech you! 


Your eyes are deep springs in shade listening to the nether world 


with attentive ears: 
Past ages, previous lives 


The jingle of hems, the calls of Najad, the clank of swords 


That surrounding edge of Dal Lake has seen all the colours 
A taxi departed and a shikara arrived 

Now the dust danced, now the wind slept 

A broken inn without doors and windows 


Lost in the labyrinth after labyrinth 


Stone, tree, pigeon—my journey 
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The sweat on your brow a starry sky 

Every word you utter a sprouting bud 

In every vein of mine a stream flows like the lightning 
The searing sand, the soothing shade of the tent 

The jingling around the neck, the madness in moonlight 
Your gait resembles a meandering river 

My inflamed passion swirls like the wind 

Your tresses smack of dark backwoods 

My dreams feel the cave’s warmth 

Your skin the milky stream in the sky 

Void is the key to my thought 

Chaos is the origin of your nature 

Ruin is my destiny’s end 

The hungry spirits of black holes 

The moon, the stars, the sun, the skies, the heavenly 


throne 
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Utter annihilation! 


Listen! Come closer 

The doused Zoroastrian fire temples of my tribe 
have been waiting thirstily, only for you! 

Soften your lips, my Gautam Buddha had died 
[caught hold of that gloom for your sake 

and ripped it apart 

Ihave borrowed Lalla’s milk bow! 

for your snakes 

Why place it on the rehal? 

Get up and offer it to me with those pure, gentle hands 
Your churning the poison 

Look at my throat 

The elixir of your eyes has scripted 


A venomous unripe song! 
(July 1978) 
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The Suffering Clown 


In this world 

where everyone 

Lala, Habba Khatoon 

Yazeed or Joshua 

is dancing on the shifting sd 
And while dancing 

every victim looks like a clown 
Where everyone has one eye 
that laughs 

and another that weeps 

Where Plato looks like 


the Sage of fools 
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Where Zoroaster’s fire turns to water 

In this very world 

To sip the acid of hate 

And spew out diamond 

To preserve the string of beads and burn the rosary 

To divide courtyards into the East and the West with barbed wires 
To find fault with the black and elevate the white 


What a feat! Splatter your own blood and incite the dogs 


(March 1980) 
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The Finale 


A tele-serial on Doordarshan —— 


Two lovers rapt in love’s music 
Their youthful beauty in tumult 
Laughing at every exchange 
Passion bubbling over 

One’s hand brushing the other’s 
The bush was lit by stars 
Whispers came closer 

The sea surged high 


Lightning struck when lips met 


Suddenly something happened 


And the programme was interrupted— 


Then for a long time the screen 
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showed images of ruins 

Broken pieces of ornately carved pots 

Tall statues of Pandavas without arms or feet 
Then came a long news bulletin 

Iran-Iraq war 

Poland flexing its muscles 

Invasion of Golan Heights 

The shrill cries at UNO 


The innocent child’s vanishing from his mother’s lap 
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Salvation 
A labyrinth with a dome 
Housing 
Icy shadows and melting mountains 
The sea anticipates becoming a desert 
Thought’s fearful spectres lurk on the chinar branches 


in the silent night 


A labyrinth with a dome 

A step and the light of flickering lamps 

A look and a moth whirls amidst bursts of fire 
Thought darkens and within a black stone bees are 
hitting against a glass 

Speechless soldiers left the field 

Bushes and plants wept, but on all sides 


Domes resonated and whirlpools danced 
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The labyrinth breathing in and out 
No latticed pane of Beauty’s attic is open 


Nor does the chain on Love’s door make a sound 


Outside there is no sound of a rising wave 

Inside there is no fount deeper than foot soles 

Darkness within darkness swirling like a spinning wheel 
Dawn and afternoon, daytime and night 


A step falls on another step, a ring is locked into another ring 


In the labyrinth darkness meets darkness 
Chanan chana chan, chanan chana chan 
Music with no meaning, dance with no form 
Vaakh with no meaning, vatsun with no sense 


Chanan chana chan, chanan chana chan 
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The floor caved in and there emerged an abyss 

Existence culminated into nothingness. Felicitations! 

That dancer abandoned with a half-slit throat 

How could this, sleeping peacefully in the mine, become a 
diamond? 

How could that prisoner attain freedom? 


Had this treacherous abyss not been under his feet! 


(September 1980) 
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From the Outside, I was Told...... 


Enlightenment dawned on him 


The environs pulsated through every fibre of his being: 


Calls and sounds snuffed out 

The cricket is gloomy at the thought of the receding stream 
Wings dumb 

Shadows in tearing hurry 

The sky sifting through its own ashes 

The breeze languorous and from hands 

Colourful rattles slip 


And are lost without a trace 


Where have they gone, those tormented by desire! 
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Every stem and every bough was lit up 
Now a feeble ray is left on the tree top 
(Navroz rubbing its eyes 

Spring stretching itself 

Summer’s ripeness, fragrance and hues) 


Inheritor of endless times 


What then if sunshine is lost? 

So what if darkness has begun to weave its web? 
Slumber will not overcome me 

Sand grains in the air have settled down 
Evening shadows have started whispering 

And the light of my lone eye — this innocent ray 
Will also find a pretext, I think 


See! How fair, how comely, how fresh! 
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Overwhelmed with darkness, who will now speak up? 
Eyes have nothing to see 
Fingers have nothing to feel 


A centre without circumference! 


(November 1980) 
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The Cawing of Crows, Perhaps 
Only the din raised by crows exists 


In the very direction where my carefree childhood and burgeoning 


youth resided 


Hmm! 


I think I am on that same bridge 

Whose iron railing I would lean on 

and cool myself in the scorching heat 

God knows whether that river still flows? 
It is so dark that only darkness can be seen 
And the cawing of crows 


Rising, swelling 


Neither the pecking of the she-crow 


Nor the panting of the sparrow 
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Only a din 
Perhaps that of crows 
Perhaps from the same direction that horses came running 


with white coats and brown muzzles 


The house I was born in 

They pulled down its birch roof, its shingle rotted too 

The companion whom I had chosen 

Lifes on the other side under a red blanket 

The sample has been sent for the biopsy 

As for myself, 

I walk over the silent bridge of this blind city 

And from the north and the south, or is it the east and the west? 
The cawing of crows and not the river’s whirlpool 


Closes on me in narrowing circles 


(December 1981) 
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Only This 
At the extreme end, the lengthening, swelling blazing mirage 
Yes, if only he gulps down these tears! 
Time, just a soundless clang 
An ocean absorbed into its centre 


My cry, where would it hide and find home? 


“No”, I would say, but the speaker has discerning eyes 


“Yes”, I would read, but who will teach me the alphabet?**** 


The untimely blossoms of a sudden spring 
The wild bloom of mid-summer 
The drunkenness of mellow autumn 


The icy film of the winter wind 


286 


AALS 


Poems of Rahman Rahi 


Ul ee see vhs 
etfs £ ute 
Leder Cah SE 
wudusvees Featé 
Ld vor Asch Ae 
bso e7 Souvuth 


Sev oiits 
hua A wus 


Ayo NE Ew 
Ube hb aS AEs! 


287 


The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


’ This tree whose roots are nourished by darkness 
This tree whose top cannot reach the sky 
This tree, whoever sat under its shade fell asleep 
This tree, whoever stretched its wings here was lost 
This tree surrounded by the sound of a dark breeze 


This tree drenched in a blood stream from top to bottom 


Finding a pearl or discovering music: 
Climbing the mountain to swallow the moon or combing Koh-e- 


Kaaf 


If [have achieved anything, it is these few tears 


If have said anything, it is this scream and nothing more 


(December 1981) 
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The Lion and the Sea 
Milk on a clay stove 
Fire raging 
Either the thief will be hanged 
Or he will be saved 
Inopportune time, where will you go? 
Sit here 


Close to me 

In the middle of the night 

When the windows were locked 
And the doors shut 


A crow with black wings fluttered over the mountain tops 


A very long road 
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Footmarks oozing poison— 

Our mother too 

Our father too 

You too saw a flame through the leaves 

And that footmark stung me as well 

A fog enveloped the caravan, a cloud of dust 

Sometimes from under my horse’s hooves burst a lightning 


And sometimes your camel peeled off the bark of my date palms 


Inopportune time, where will you go? 
The lion's mane is swaying 

The sea is breathing heavily in the night 
Sit here for the time being 


Close to me 
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Let us search this bare, rotten tree 

The scarf is slipping from your head 

Fix it 

Smiles blossom from your teardrops 

Let them blossom 

Instead of mustard fields, black birds are frolicking in the snow 
Each and every one 

Sit here 

Close to me 

Milk on a clay stove 


Fire raging 


(January 1983) 
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Our Village 


This village of ours does well as a village, don’t call it a city 


Faith here is chanted by every tongue, don’t let drought come near it 


Here even the dove’s cooing is a prayer, listen 


Our swallow too recites the Quran, just imagine! 


Sacred water flows in the Vyeth, why not wash our breasts? 


Vecharnag has turned into a swamp, why fret over it? 


Seeing the lioness, the gazelle learns to run 


An earthworm is meant to be eaten by the hoopoe! 
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I still tie threads at the Chrar shrine, why don’t you rush there? 


Even today money pours like rain from the sky here 


Our speech bears tags, let’s read and know them 
Whose hands are full of fruit, why bother about this? 


They are our children, we can counsel them to perfection 
They are our people, ask them to gather at the crossroads and raise 


a din 


This Rahim Kak, let’s hand him a rifle and make him stand guard 


Let Makhna, our brother, enjoy a little sunshine in Delhi 
You won’t share your secret with your wife, being of noble stock 


You don’t make good your promise with me, being your 


compulsion! 


298 


Poems of Rahman Rahi 


. 2 "4 Ka 
A BAI MN tt 4 
Uy st é ot Jl is ye 


aul Slr ra BS 2 
1? 
Cand kU9 2 Bed F 


Jy dar Pe F it 2 ws 
iii a Tk 1 Si 2 P 


U61 & SM ot w eb ore 
Nu Fi oS HU} 2 dipewe 


Lb . 
WE 3 Bavrewe 
Ut Li Al ut $55 oh 


299 


The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


True, you are fed up of your wicked neighbours 


People at whose expense I made money were foreigners 


| became austere and the country’s business boomed 


You raised donations and the country got new arsenal! 


[heard the Quran, but have to put my daughter on the market 


A feast for the godly men is due if my charas sells well! 


This village of ours is free, its people clever 


Never have I lent money to anyone, go and borrow somewhere else 


Inever cast a vote, the elders of the neighbourhood were watching 


The old woman’s remarks were broadcast, aren’t you happy? 
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It’s out of need that this peasant—our brother—cuts off the canal 
And this shawl vendor does well now, selling wool in the name of 


toosh! 


It’s we who eat and drink, we who are born and die 


We who play and dance, we who laugh and weep 


Here I entered the garden and found Shiva one with Shakti 


And here you watch porn closeted in your room! 


The saw tore down the forest and the tourists pitched their camps 


Your eyes emit smoke from my burning diesel 


In my bedroom the TV displays all the world events 
While the BBC gives you the news on the shady river bank! 
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How can we raise the bus fare when the bombs are going off in the 
Gulf? 

Missiles are being installed in Germany and we take a boat for 
Nishat! 


This is the abode of saints, all six dimensions ask for an offering 
here 
All rush in a frenzy when a godly man puffs at a pipe 


Our elders—in every breath they dilate upon the rules of conduct 
Our youth—they are ready to sell their conscience for anything 


So shrewd that at every step they wait in ambush like a cat waiting 
for a mouse 


So pure in speech that they swear the rainbow is a snake! 


Trust them and they’ll call you guests from a land of fools | 
Expose them and newspapers will be filled with messages of love! 
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A crowd that feels no need for an identity 


Groups which speak no language consistently 


We guard our faith, the sun rises and we pay our obeisance 


Your cunning makes you fit to be our leaders! 


Our mountains are ancient, our natures time-honoured 
Rishism is our tradition, our Trika is great! 


This is where we rally, the whole village is here 


Shout a few slogans, why read meaningless verses? 


Living in Kashmir, you talk of America, 


Wearing an old pheran, don’t pretend to be modern! 


(March 1985) 
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O Zabarwan Peak! 
[ waited a lifetime 
That you might break your silence 
And fill me with light 
O Zabarwan peak! 
[hoped that from your stony bosom shall bloom the primeval bang 
of my formlessness 
That my dust-covered eyes might engulf the surging ocean and fill 
my lap with lotuses 
That Pari Mahal might reverberate with the music of Lalla’s vaakh 
That from my heart might gush songs and dance 
That the garden gate might open 
And the narcissus 
might absorb the bumble bee’s dance like the dew 


That the eyes might meet and the river of light flow 
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O Zabarwan peak! 

You alone are my childhood companion 

You are seeped in my very marrow 

| waited for a lifetime 

Did you hear the restless beats of my heart? — 

Yes, I often felt the reverberations pent up within you—but— 
If you are given time 

(You might find my footsteps) 

[have been waiting and will wait 


Like the motionless boat beyond the spiralling vortex 


Warm speech in the bosom is muted 


And sleep begins to smile! 


(July 1987) 
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He Alone will Remain 
The dew lasted just a glance 
The spark danced and disappeared 
Non-being creates an illusion of being 
The rainbow spread its colours 
The drop was swept by the wave 
The sun eclipsed by the night’s shadow 
Fragrance ran through the air 
Red and blue all vanished from sight 
An echo of soundlessness 
‘None’ and ‘Except’ at every place 
‘No’ died searching the world 
‘Yes’ was born from extinction 
A blend of ‘without beginning’ and ‘without end’ 
A journey which is still on 
Rahi told Rahi: 


$l C aC ” 
‘Place a mirror before a mirror, that’s all! 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


Wanvun 


Spring prepares for the birth of hyacinths 
The days of bloom are back again 
We flaunted Mother Kasheer like a bride 
And all Kashmiris came out singing: 
“Inclined to truth and loving humility 
This land of Rishis shines without shadows 
We are known not only for beauty 
Our skills too bring us fame 
We make full use of our brains 
And are acknowledged as the learned 
We bid our eyes to explore horizons 
And our thoughts demolish all walls 
We venerate our guests and open our hearts 
And keep the doors of inns in wilderness open 
We do not let any one religion bind us 
When has the flowing Vyeth embraced any bank? 
Seeing a page of the Vedas we begin chanting it 
We hear the kalima and start reciting it 
Believers in the values of an ancient age 
We tie sacred threads and then set off for business 
Our desires are polished like marble 
And our dreams are carved in gold 
Our attire changes with changing times 
We call on the wind to row the boat 
The stream overflows and its waves surge high 
Silence weaves a shadow around darkness 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


Seeing that the garden’s daffodil has a customer 
The bumblebees sing in unison 
We name the rust of our hearts a tin coating 
And _ polish our faces to a glassy shine 
We call truth a lie, show guile and force 
And find ways to move ahead by hook or crook 
We grow cannabis in our fields and reap gold 
And colourful desires simmer within us 
The hallowed smoke rises high 
Our shrines have turned into the castle of Almoot 
We pack in boxes what we cannot send forth 
And bribe our way through the check posts 
We search the borders in dark nights 
And have shadows meet shadows 
We spent loads of money to get a glimpse 
And journey fasting to drink from the Ganges 
Our austerity is evergreen : 
Our Sadhus whirl in ecstasy 
We meet the men of wisdom and deify them 
And wish politicians a long life 
Whatever we sell, we sell after blowing on it 
God surely will bless us with prosperity! 
What if we sin during the day? 
At night we prostrate and are pardoned 
Who will read Gulrez in the smoke-filled room now? 
Boxers have entered our bedrooms now > 
Why bother about things if our ears are soothed? 
And the dance of the fair-faced entertains our hearts 
Our laps are filled beyond our dreams 
_The fortunate ones find their vessels brimming 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


Itis our cauldron that boils at Ajmer 
Itis our convoy of buses that throngs Dargah 
These seven bungalows and countless gardens 
A mansion in Delhi and a villa in Bombay 
Call it a blessing out of nowhere 
How else were they born overnight? 
It is because of God’s grace 
That leaves sprout from dry canes 
Rahi hears the wedding song 
And prays that no calamity befalls them! 
They inspect his clothes from top to toe 
Ask them, “Does he look like a man?” 


kg 


(January 1989) 
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As if a Poem 
“The lightning that strikes the crop is the peasant’s warm blood.” 


(Ghalib) 


He has written: 

“The world looks different here— 
No peaks, no rollicking streams 
Everywhere there is sand 


Every day is sunny. 


Dark skinned people, tall like spruce 
wearing loose long white garments 
and speaking Arabic 


While waiting for a bus 
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If they desire, they spread out a carpet 


at the roadside and get busy in chatter. 


Roads ——well-maintained and glistening 
Buildings are grand too 
Every day, the wind rises in the afternoon 


Blowing trash bags in the air like crows 


The essentials are hard to get 

But everything is pure, no adulteration 
Olive oil, dressed chicken with skin, 
pure cow’s milk, 

and cheese, 

each slice fit to be eaten raw 


We are both fine 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


performing our duties 

Our hospital is worth a visit. 

Patients from all walks of life 

visit my cardiology ward— 

Some come by cars as if flying in a plane 

Some poor like donkey-keepers. 

Here too your daughter-in-law is absorbed in books 
Her collection reaches up to heaven 

She says, “So many books are here 

on English, Italian and French literature 

Abba Ji would’ve loved them!” 

Anyway, a walk in the morning, video in the evening 
Our neighbours are from the East and the West 

We often invite each other 


The day passes by quickly 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


We are both fine and doing well 


Just the day before, we opened a bank account 


You need not worry 
You can always rely on me 


We only need your blessings!” 


Ul 
A letter delivered by hand 


And posted from Bombay— 


(Listen, congratulations to you!) 
He has written: 
“Tali gave birth to a son 


Today is the eighth day 
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(Must be fourteen or fifteen days now) 

They kept her at a nursing home for two nights only 

If the electricity goes off for a second here 

there would be an uproar everywhere 

(Listen! Why are you so excited? 

Place a pill under your tongue) 

These days, we’ve forgotten everything — 

The morning walks and watching videos in the evening.” 


(They had to invite their neighbours yesterday only) 


He says: 

“You should visit the bank and 
withdraw the third instalment 
Do not worry at all.” 


He has written: 
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“You'll receive a detailed letter soon 
Do look at the new-born’s photo 
Mother can tell whom he resembles 
You suggest some names 

apt for modern times—please! 

By the way, he is very cute 

(Clever and kicking, do you get it?) 
Ready to break into a chatter, it seems 
However, while laughing, tears well up in his eyes 
Don’t know what that means!” 

(Lost again, are you? 


Listen, don’t give the hearth a clay-wash today) 


Il 


He had called— 
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I wish he had spoken to me 
You are his mother, he wanted to hear your voice 


He could have inquired about his sister’s health 


Beyond the deep sea— Libya 
Surrounded by mountains—Kashmir 


Don’t know if he will be able to place a call? 


Your daughter must be in the office 

You are worried about what to gift your relatives 

And I am weaving delicate threads in a literary gathering— 
“The Expression of Love in Kashmiri Poetry” 

I met the servant of the Ganai’s: 

“Thad come to your house 


the outer gate was locked 
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and inside the courtyard, a dog was barking.” 


IV 
Look at the Eid card— 
What photos! 
Your daughter-in-law driving a car 
That is the little one, our Doctor Sahab 
Perhaps teaching his little one to walk in the garden! 
(‘The photo should’ve been larger and a bit clearer.’) 


(‘You should change your glasses, there must be some 


acquaintance of your son at the Central hospital’.) 
He has written: 


“The bank had misplaced a draft 


You will receive another instalment soon 
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Here things are getting too costly 

But to tell you the truth 

Everything is available, and no pushing or jostling 
Korean readymade, French perfume, 

Japanese... everything.” 


(Please get me that inhaler.) 


He says: 

“Some days back, I had been to New York 
(AMRICA, he means) 

I’m struggling hard to settle somewhere 


I can’t come back and live in that mud house!” 


_ He writes further: 
(‘Hey! Have you dozed off?’) 
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He has received my letter too. 


He writes: 

“Every day we talk about you 

You shouldn’t worry at all 

We’ve come here only for your sake.” 
(‘It has begun to snow again!’) 


(‘Listen! Did that matchmaker come?’) 


Vv 
There is a mail: 
“We've signed a contract for two more years.” 
(‘Today my kangri gives no warmth.’) 


(‘Mine too is cold like death.’) 
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The Vyeth is Not Asleep 


He has written: 

“A nice group photo, coloured 
You don’t worry at all.” 

(Oh Lord, have mercy! 


Kerosene must be available now!) 


VI 
I saw him in a dream— 
An ostrich running through a desert, 
waves of the ocean in his eyes, 
his hair tousled, as if the wind had set in it, 
the threads of his dress darkened by the sun. 
Suddenly the door fell off its hinges 
The dog who came running was crushed under the truck 


Was he speaking Arabic or Kashmiri? 
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He was looking for something 

Everyone told him we will return by evening for sure 
He tore the laces off his shoes with his teeth 

And tossed them outside the veranda 


A dirt arc was glued to one of the insoles like a gold rim 


Panting, I called out to him 
He stood in the middle of a garden full of weeds, his feet bare 
Dressed in black overalls, and standing still like a camel 


Bemused, watching a snowflake growing from the crevice of the 


house 


Alas! 


(March 1989) 
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Glossary 


Abu Turab: One of the titles of Hazrat Ali given to him by 
Prophet Muhammad when he discovered Ali asleep with dust 
over his clothes. It literally means “The father of soil or dust.” 
Achilles: In Greek mythology, he was the greatest of Greek 
warriors and the central character of Homer’s Iliad. Achilles was 
invulnerable in all of his body, except for one heel. 

Agamemnon: In Greek mythology, he was the king of Mycenae 
who commanded the Greeks during the Trojan War. 

Almoot: A ruined mountain fortress located in an Iranian 
province. 

Andromache: In Greek mythology, she was the wife of Hector. 
Azad: Abdul Ahad Azad is a renowned Kashmiri poet who lived 
from 1903-1948 and is considered the pioneering modernist poet 
of Kashmir. 

Badamwari: An almond grove located in the foothills of Hari 
Parbat, Srinagar, usually thronged by people in springtime for its 
beautiful almond blossoms. 

Begar: A system of forced labour without any wages. 

Blind Greek Sage: Reference to Homer, the ancient Greek poet 
believed to have been blind. The ancient Greek epics the Iliad 


and the Odyssey are attributed to him. 


Budshah: Zain-ul-Abidin, the king who ruled Kashmir in the 


fifteenth century. A benevolent ruler, he was popularly called 
Bud Shah (The Great King). 
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19. 


20. 


Glossary 


Camel bridge: An arched bridge in the middle of the Dal Lake. 
Built in the seventeenth century, it resembles the hump of a 
camel, hence called Oont (camel) Kadal (bridge) in Kashmiri. 
Chanan , chan, chan: A musical sound accompanying a dance. 
Charas: Hashish or Marijuana in English. It is a cannabis 
concentrate derived from cannabis plant which grows in Kashmir 
whose cultivation and trade are banned. 

Choley-wala: A person selling boiled chickpeas, a common 
variety of street food. 

Chrar: A Sufi Muslim shrine situated in the town of Charar-e 
Sharief in Budgam district dedicated to the Sufi saint and 
preacher Sheikh Nooruddin Noorani. 

Cleopatra: The famous ancient Egyptian queen who is seen as 
the prototypical romantic femme fatale. 

Dal: A lake located in Srinagar known for its breathtaking 
beauty. 


Dargah: The holiest shrine of K 
f the Dal Lake. It contains the holy 


ashmir located in the Hazratbal 


area of Srinagar on the bank o 
relic i.e., the hair of the Prophet Muhammad and is thronged by 


devotees. 


Duldul: A mule of the Prophet Muhammad which, according to 
his battles. In 


i the fourth caliph later in 


some, also served Al 
authority and victory on 


Islamic literature it signifies calmness, 


‘the battlefield. 


+*“Empty wine glasses 00 the streets”: Allusion to a poem of the 


Iranian poet, Forugh Farrokhzad. 
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21. Gujjar: An ethnic nomadic and pastoral community settled jn 
Kashmir among other regions of India. 

22. Gulrez: A famous Kashmiri masnavi written by Maqbool Shah 
Kralwari (1820-1877) in imitation of a Persian masnavi by Ziai 
Nakhshabi. Gulrez is widely acclaimed as the artistically most 
consummate masnavi in Kashmiri. It relates the love Story of 
Ajab Malik and Noshlab. 

23: Habba Khatoon: A Kashmiri woman poet who married Yusuf 
Shah Chak, the last independent king of Kashmir before it was 
taken over by the Mughals in 1586. She is one of the most 
popular poets of Kashmir. 

24. Halakoo: The grandson of the Mongol conqueror Chengiz Khan 
who conquered much of West Asia in the thirteenth century 
including Baghdad, the celebrated capital of the great Abbasid 
dynasty, which fell before him in 1258. 

25. Harmukh: A mountain range located in Kashmir valley. Part of 
the Himalayan Range, it is considered sacred by Hindus. 

26. _ Hatam: Hatam Al-Tay, a sixth century king of Arabia known for 
his extreme generosity. 

27. Hector: In Greek mythology, the Trojan prince recorded in 
Homer’s /liad who was the greatest warrior for Troy. 


28. Heer: The heroine of the popular tragic romance of Punjab who 


was in love with Ranjha. 


29. Helen: A figure from Greek Mythology who was said to be the 


Most beautiful woman in the world. She was the cause of the 
Trojan War. 


345 


30. 


31. 


32. 


33. 


34. 


35. 


36. 


37. 


38. 


Glossary 


Heracles: A divine hero in Greek mythology, known as Hercules 
in modern West. 

Himal: A beautiful princess in a Kashmiri folktale, “Himal and 
Nagray”. 

Holi: A popular Hindu festival in which people spray colour on 
each other. 

Hokarsar: A wetland in the outskirts of the Srinagar city, famous 
for migratory birds. 

Huck chi chi .... A folk dance, in which two young girls swirl 

around together, holding each other’s hands in a crisscross 

manner. 

“If only I could see his face”: Borrowed from the 19" century 

Kashmiri Sufi poet Rahman Dar’s poem “Sheshrang”. 

Illium: City in ancient Greece, also called Troy. It was the setting 
of the Trojan War. 


Kangri: An earthen pot woven around with wicker filled with hot 


embers used by Kashmiris beneath their pherans to keep the chill 
at bay during winters. 


Karbala: A place in Iraq and the location of a battle which took 


the grandson of the Prophet Muhammad, 
in 680 AD. Hussain 
mbers. Karbala 


place between Hussain, 
and the army of Yazid, the Umayyad ruler, 
was killed with most of his family me 
simultaneously signifies brutality of extreme nature and 


resistance against the forces of oppression. 
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39. Kashapmar: Kashmir was earlier called Kashapmar. The name, 
derived from Kashyapa, the ascetic, who according to legend, 
reclaimed this land from a vast lake. 

40. Kasheer: A local linguistic variant for Kashmir. 

41. Koh-e Kaf: A legendary mountain in the Middle East made out of 
green emerald and believed to be the homeland of jinns and 
paris. It is also believed to be the highest mountain beyond 
which lies the realm of the unseen. 

42. Lalla’s vaakhs: The verses of Lal Ded, the famous Kashmiri_ 
mystic poet who lived in the fourteenth century. Vakh is an 
aphoristic verse generally in four lines and Lal Ded’s vakhs are 
considered to be the earliest compositions in the Kashmiri 
language. 

43. Maarbal: The bank of the backwaters of Dal Lake in Srinagar. 

44. Manasbal: A freshwater lake on the outskirts of Srinagar. 

Mehjoor: A famous poet of Kashmir who lived from 1885-1952 

and revolutionized the traditional forms of Kashmiri poetry. 

46. Mika‘eel: One of the four angels of the highest rank in Islam 

responsible for carrying out God’s commands related to the 

distribution of providence as well controlling the natural 
phenomena such as winds and rains. 

47. Mirandas and Calibans: Allusion to the characters in 
Shakespear’s play The Tempest. Miranda is banished to an island 
at the age of three and lives there in the company of her father 
who enslaves the only native islander, Caliban. Caliban teaches 


Miranda about the island while she teaches him language. 
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Glossary 


Nagray: In the Kashmiri folktale, “Himal and Nagrai” Nagray is 
a snake who takes human form and is in love with Himal. 

Najd van: “The jungle of Najd”. Najd is a place in Arabia where 
Majnun wandered in search of Laila. 

Naseem Bagh: A garden built on the northwestern side of the 
Dal Lake. It is one of the oldest Mughal gardens in Kashmir, 
built by Akbar in 1586. 

Navroz: A term for the Iranian New Year celebrated in many 
parts of the world, including Kashmir on 21" March. It heralds 
the arrival of spring. 

Nilnag: The name of a tarn in Harmukh mountain range. 

Nishat: A terraced garden close to Srinagar, overlooking the Dal. 

It was built by Asif Khan, the elder brother of the Mughal queen 

Nur Jahan in 1633. 

4*No’ ig the first world of the Muslim declaration of faith: la 

ilaha illa-Allah, ‘No god except God’. The negation of all deities 


is followed by an affirmation of the one God, hence “Yes” in the 


next line. The poet could be saying, ‘I would negate all false 


sightedness which I don’t possess.’ 
who assumed the form ofa 


deities but that needs clear- 
Noshlab: The beautiful girl in Gulrez, 
bird. 

“Q Rishi”: Reference to Sheikh 
saint, Islamic preacher and poet of Kashmir. H | 
Nund Rishi, being the founder of the Rishi order in the region. 
Oedipus: In Greek mythology, the king of Thebes who 


unwittingly killed his father and married his mother. 


-ul-Alam, the venerated Sufi 


e was also called 
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Glossary 


Pari Mahal: A seven terraced garden located at the top of the 
Zabarwan range, overlooking the city of Srinagar. It was built 
during the reign of the Mughal ruler, Shah Jahan. 

Patroclus: In Greek mythology, he was a childhood friend and 
close wartime companion to Achilles. 

Pheran: A long, loose and warm’ garment worn by Kashmiri 
people to brave harsh winters. 

“Poet who died young”: A reference to the nineteenth century 
English Romantic poet, John Keats and his poem “Ode to a 
Nightingale”. 

Rehal: An X-shaped foldable wooden book rest that is used for 
placing the Quran during recitation, 

“Rustum shall ride his stallion Rakhsh”: Rustum was a great 
warrior from Persia, often called the Shield of Persia. The 
legendary story of Rustum first featured in Ferdowsi’s Persian 
epic Shahnameh (10" C). Later, poems were ‘written around the 
tragic story of Rustum killing his son, Sohrab inadvertently in a 
solo fight by poets like Matthew Arnold in Sohrab and Rustum 


(1853) and Aga Hashar Kashmiri in Rustom O Sohrab (1929), 
among others, 


Salsabeel: The name of a spring in paradise. 


Sarangi: A bowed, short- necked string instrument used 
throughout South Asia. 


Shalimar: A beautiful garden close to Srinagar, built by the 
Mughal Emperor J ehangir for his wife in 1619. 
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Glossary 


Sheikh’s shruk: Sheikh-ul-Alam’s verses, through which he 
preached his message, are called shruks. A shruk is a meditative 
verse of four to six lines. 

Shraz: It is a lion shaped imaginary being in Kashmiri mythology 
which is captivated by the sight of the moon. In its desire to 
capture the moon, it climbs the hilltop and jumps over only to 
fall down and die. Once it dies, it decomposes and is eaten by the 
insects. These insects then eat one another until the last 
remaining one is transformed again into a Shraz and this process 
continues. This is almost similar to the process of birth and 
rebirth of the Phoenix. 

Sirat: In the Islamic tradition al-siratul mustageem is the straight 
path which every Muslim is expected to follow. Some traditions 
describe sirat as a bridge ‘narrower than a hair and sharper than 
the edge of a sword’ spanning the hellfire that only the God- 
fearing people will be able to cross. Sirat thus signifies an 
extremely difficult but unavoidable journey. 

Sona Lank: An island in Dal Lake marked by beautiful Chinar 
trees. It overlooks the holy shrine of Hazratbal. 


Telbal: A small village on the northern bank of the Dal Lake. 


***“They are deaf, dumb, and blind they will never return to the 


right way”: Surah: Al Bagarah of the Holy Quran, Verse: 18 


describes the disbelievers who reject the truth as deaf, dumb and 


blind, pointing to their obstinacy and the futility of preaching 


faith to them. 
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Glossary 


Toosh: Shortened form of Shahtoosh, very fine animal wool 
used to make shawls. They are among the world’s most 
expensive shawls. 

Tumbaknari: An earthen pot, shaped like a goblet, with a 
sheepskin base used as a musical instrument in Kashmir. It is 
usually played by women during weddings and other 
celebrations. 

Vatsun: The indigenous Kashmiri lyric which is heavily rhymed. 
Vecharnag: The name of a spring near Nowshera, Srinagar. It 
was considered sacred and thus a place of vechar or meditation. 
Rahi lived in the vicinity of this spring. 

Vyeth: A local name for River Jhelum, called the lifeline of 
Kashmir. The river passes through several districts of Kashmir 
including Srinagar. 

Wanvun: Song Sung at weddings and some festivals by Kashmiri 
women. It is sung on a fixed beat and involves two groups of 
women; the lines sung by the first are repeated by the other. 

* “Yazid’s call from Hafiz’s tongue”: Reference to a hemstitch 
used by the Persian poet Hafiz Shirazi in the opening ghazal of 
his divan that he borrowed from Yazid I. Yazid I is a notorious 
figure in the Islamic history for commissioning the slaughter of 
Prophet Muhammad’s grandson Hussain and his family at 
Karbala. However, Yazid was a poet too. 

Zabarwan: A short mountain range in the central part of ane 
Kashmir valley. The Dal Lake is located at the foot of the hills. 
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Zamzam: The water from the well located in Mecca, which was 
miraculously generated when the son of Ibrahim was left with his 
mother Hajar in the desert. Pilgrims who go for Umrah or Haj 
drink this water. 

Zeus: He is the sky and thunder god in Greek mythology and was 
the king of gods on Mount Olympus. 

Zulekha: The lover of Yusuf in the famous narrative romance 
Yusuf Zulekha originally written in Persian and later adapted by 


poets into several languages including Kashmiri. 
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